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Taff-^ was a Welshman^ and a thief was he : 
Taffy came to my house^ and stole my heart from me, 
1 went to Taffy* s house^ as one goes from home , , , 
There I set my own house ^ and seek no more to roam** 

(An Old Rhyme re-written.) 
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The Madness of Winifred 

Owen 

The Old Face 

" Not from an old face will you ever get the same fine 
effect as from an old house." 

The old saying was brought to my mind by the sudden 
sight of an exception to the truth of it in the person of 
Mrs. Trinaman, landlady of the " Ivybush," at Pontycler, 
in the heart of South Wales. 

It was in the summer of 1899, when ^'^ cycling fever 
was at its height in all spinsters of spirit. I and my 
" Featherweight '* had come three hundred miles from 
our London home, nominally to look up the tombs of 
forgotten Welsh ancestors in undiscoverable churchyards ; 
more truly for the treat of free roving among strangers 
in a strange land. So much I knew of the country I 
was in — that Wales, the stranger within England's 
gates, remains a stranger still. 

At Pontycler, a score or so of cottages dumped down 

round zr cross-roads tavern in a broad green upland 

valley, I thought to halt for the night, but was met by 
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objections. The accommodation at the ** Ivjrbush " was 
not for such as m)rself. So the striking-looking woman 
above named plainly intimated. 

A woman well on in the fiftieSi stout and grey, form . 
and features thickened by years and the wear of life ; a 
woman substantially and spotlessly clad in black stufiF 
skirt, white apron and cross-over, and crowned by a 
frilled cap as awe-instilling as a justice's wig. Yet, to 
look at her was to feel that there, once, stood a beautiful 
girl. There was power in the face, there was mind ; 
but it held you fast in girl's fashion by some indefinably 
agreeable attraction. 

^^ Board and lodging that are good enough for you are 
good enough for me," I thought, and said so. 

At that she fairly laughed, and agreed to house me, 
for one night only. 

The Old House 

While the room was preparing I strolled out on foot. 
Led by a habit of avoiding the beaten track, I presently 
left the road for a lesser lane ; the lane for an approach 
to a farm ; the farmyard for a rough upward track 
between pastures screened from view by hedgerows so 
tall as nearly to meet overhead. 

On a sudden break in the left bank I saw, close by, 
on higher ground, an old house looking down on me as 
it were in surprise at the intrusion. A small, grey-stone, 
slate-roofed house, in a curious stage of dilapidation. 
The sash windows, carved wooden porch, broad grass- 
plat in front shaded by a lofty ilex and dense foliaged 
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yeW) also some handsome wrought-iron gates beyond, 
marked it as a dwelling-place of another class to the 
snug thatched farm just passed, or the jerry-built 
Pontycler cottages. Some steep stone steps in the 
hedge-gap led me up to the little green ; and through 
the broken front windows I saw inside — saw solid 
mahogany doors and marble mantels, but ceilings 
coming down, floors falling in, and no sign whatever 
of present or recent occupation. 

An elderly shepherd, escorting a few sheep up the 
track I had left, told me that Cilcorwen — ^so the house 
was named — belonged to distant folk who, unable to 
agree as to its use and upkeep, let it go thus to decay. 

I remarked that it bore traces of better keeping at 
some time or other. 

" Ah," he said meditatively, leaning on his pitchfork, 
"that was when Dr. Dathan had it, twenty, thirty 
years back, when I was a lad. Twelve years or more 
he was living there." 

** Rather an awkward, out-of-the-way residence for a 
medical man," I let fall. 

" Ah, well, but he — Dr. Dathan — was not one who 
went doctoring the sick, unless in some sudden great 
need," said my informant. " He was always at his 
books — and other things — studying — studying — all the 
time. A man who knew a lot more than others. Too 
much, they used to say." 

" Oh, a witch-doctor, was he ? " said I jokingly, but 
catching at the notion like a trout at the fly. It suited 
the weird little place so well. 

"I do not know. Some would call him a conjuror. 
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and feared him like a ghost/* the Welshman admitted, 
adding, with a sour smile, ^^ As a boy I wasn't afraid of 
no ghosts, nor anything, unless it was a mad dog or a 
bull, and that one man, Dr. Dathan. And I thought he 
was a ghost ! He looked like one.*' 

" What became of him ? " I asked. 

But my frank curiosity made my friend cautious and 
suspicious. He shook his head, repeating : ^^ It is all 
long ago. I was a lad. There are those here who 
could tell you more than I." 

" Mrs. Trinaman, at the " Ivybush," perhaps ? " I 
hazarded, explaining that I was stopping there this 
night 

" Winifred Owen ? She at the * Ivybush ' ? " His eye 
— his tone — woke up. " Yes, indeed," he said, nodding 
gravely and mysteriously. " She should know. She 
should remember. I believe he did cure her once, when 
she went clean oS her head — crazed, as you say ; and 
was given up by the regular doctors." 

" What ? " I exclaimed, startled. Here was a fact 
stated, more unexpected, more inconceivable than any 
tale of demonology or witchcraft. For if ever woman 
stood up looking like Sanity in thick shoes, it was surely 
my landlady at the " Ivybush." 

*' Aye. It was the talk of the parish ! She was 
keeping house then for her father, Evan John David 
Owen, at his farm, away down yonder by Pontycler 
bridge. She went from here after that, rather sudden ; 
and we never saw her no more till two — three years ago 
she came back to her people, and set up at the Pontycler 
Inn, to be near her old home." 
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His sheep were bleating to him to come on ; we 
exchanged courtesies after the custom of the courteous 
country, and went our opposite ways. 



e/f/ the ^^Ivybush 



»> 



The vision of the old house, posed there as if for a 
picture, stayed in my mind's eye as I retraced my steps to 
the " Ivybush," there to find, to my dismay, that my hostess 
had vacated her own bedroom to give it up to me. It 
was too late to remonstrate. Nay, later on I encroached 
still further, forsaking the cold comfort of the ** parlour " 
for a snug corner of the oak settle by the kitchen hearth, 
watching Mrs. Trinaman step to and from the bar 
serving many comers — greybeard village chatterboxes, 
tired quarrymen, beery carters, pert cyclists, and tramps ; 
customers very various, but all impatient and out of 
temper, for a wild wet evening had set in, threatening 
worse. Half the conversation being carried on in the 
local dialect — elusive as a secret code — was to me 
unintelligible ; but only to listen and watch her was to 
perceive she found the right word, way, and tone for 
each. No need to teach man or boy how to behave in 
her presence. By-and-by they ceased to come ; the 
storm had burst forth on a heroic scale. 

She closed the door, observing, " Wherever a man is 
now to-night, there, if he can, he'll stay." 

Ten minutes later she was sitting opposite me with 
her knitting, and we were having a friendly chat. Her 
remarks, her questions, showed a knowledge and under- 
standing of men and things acquired in a wider world 
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than Pontycler ; and she readily resumed touch with it, 
opportunity oflFering. She obviously believed in class 
distinctions, accepting these as a social fact, without 
attributing to the fact such sinister importance as to 
resent its existence. She neither proffered her company 
and conversation, nor refused them when invited and 
welcome. But never have I been more conscious of 
personal and mental inferiority than in the presence 
of Mrs. Trinaman. She simply towered — not by dint 
of any self-assertion — but by the sheer sense she conveyed 
of force of character. 

Demented ? She ? Never ! Her part in the 
shepherd's tale I dismissed as a fable. But I spoke of 
Cilcorwen and the gossip I had picked up by the wayside 
concerning its sometime occupier. 

" Dr. Dathan," she said, quite freely. " Yes, I knew 
him.'' 

" Was he a pretender to magic, pray ; or only a 
quack ? " 

" Certainly not a quack," she replied. " He — he — 
never put his hand to cure any one if he could help it. 
For the rest — well, they said he practised black magic. 
But I, for one, should be sorry to believe any harm 
of him, since to him and his * sorcery ' I owe my life." 

" How could that be," I asked, '* if, as you say, he 
left the healing of the sick to others ? " 

" Not * my life ' in that sense." She smiled enigmati- 
cally. "Yet in more senses than one." Her grave 
eyes seemed taking a long view — a backward sweep ; 
her strong, expressive face told of deep and lasting 
emotional experience undergone — ^yet not of the sort 
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that corrupts or warps the soul. " It*s an odd story,*' 
she resumed. " One that wouldn't be believed here 
even now — as it happened — which is why I never tell it." 
But as we sat there over the smokeless, glowing 
hearth, with the storm-wind howling round, she told it 
me, as follows. 

The Tenant of Cilcorwen 

^^ I was a little girl of ten when I first remember him. 
I think he had not long come to Cilcorwen, but 
wonderful tales went abroad about him from the 
first. A doctor who took no patients, yet who was not 
taking his ease and his leisure but toiled hard all day ; 
some said, all night ! Ned the poacher, whose habits 
took him out and about mostly at bedtime or in dark 
hours, vowed the light was always burning at Cilcorwen. 
Two of the lower rooms were kept locked, and not even 
the old woman, lodging in the lean-to hovel attached, 
who cooked and so on for him, was permitted to meddle 
with them. We children used to take to our heels if we 
saw his figure coming down the road. I don't know 
why. It was odd-looking, and seemed not to belong to 
these parts. He wasn't of a tall make, but spare and 
flexible ; and he wore his black hair longer than is 
customary. He dressed carelessly, but always like a 
gentleman, a London gentleman — in black, not squire 
or sportsman fashion as they all do here. He was sharp- 
featured, with eyes like two burning fire-devils ; his 
skin wrinkled and white — ^yellowish white, like a buried 
thing dug up again, as they say." 
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" And they took him for a ghost," I said. 

She laughed. 

" More than likely it was the natural eflFect of a life 
spent poring over books ; and breathing the unwhole- 
some fumes and vapours of the chemicals in his 
laboratory. Only the pure, keen air of our Welsh hills 
kept him alive. Perhaps that was why he had settled 
down here. But the boys said it was because Pontycler 
being so out of the way and behindhand he could 
practise his forbidden unholy arts there without risk of 
being found out." 

" What sort of arts ? " 

" Nobody knew ; but they whispered he spent his time 
making experiments on living animals — besides dissecting 
dead ones ; studied poisons ; could cast spells ; knew in- 
cantations that would poison your food. Another story 
said he was an anarchist and made bombs, but I think 
that was only because he always wore a crimson tie ! 
Oh, there was no end to their tales. Pat Coghlan, an 
imp of an Irish farm-hand, boasted that, spying round 
Cilcorwen one winter evening and seeing the blind awry 
and the light burning, he climbed up on the window-sill, 
peeped in, and saw " 

« Saw what ? " 

" Dr. Dathan in his shirt-sleeves raising the devil. So 
he assured us ; but it's my belief he was too scared to see 
anything. For the doctor turned his head, and Pat 
dropped away and ran for his life. ' Gorpse-candles was 
a-burning in the garden,' he told us. * If he had set eyes 
on me it's a dead boy would be telling you this now ! * 
We believed every word." 
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'* Did he make no friends, no acquaintance, here ? " 
" He avoided company, never cared to see the neigh- 
bours, rich or poor, unless on business. But he was in 
correspondence with great doctors and learned professors 
all the world over ; the letters he posted and the stamps 
on those he received showed that. Sometimes a visitor 
from town would come down for a few nights — ^some 
one in his own style ; and now and then he went there 
himself for a week, always leaving Cilcorwen securely 
locked up. Yes, though he harmed no one, he was a 
mystery, and something of a terror ; but no one molested 
him, and he stayed on so long that we got used to him 
and forgot to wonder or to pry. He never took the 
faintest interest in anything or anybody here, but was 
always civil-spoken and always paid his way." 

The Man in Blue 

"One evening father sent me on a message to the 
'Ivybush.* A handy-man. had been repairing the roof 
there, and I was to urge him to come to-morrow to 
make good some damage done at our farm by a heavy 
gale the night before. 

" Finding no one at the bar, I walked straight into the 
kitchen, and was taken aback at the sight there of two 
men — foreigners — Englishmen, that is. One was a little 
redcoat, and was babbling in the foolish, rambling way of 
a man who is the worse for drink. The other wore a 
plain dark-blue uniform, and I took him for his mate, 
but he had such a pleasant, open fece and quiet, deter- 
mined look that I was not afraid to stay waiting. I 

2 
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noticed the tact and judgment with which he treated 
his companion, keeping him from making a worse fool 
of himself than could now he helped. In a few minutes 
the innkeeper came back and told me that the handy-man 
had gone off to another job, a day's journey from Ponty- 
cler. I was very much put out, for skilled labour here 
is scarce. So I stood bemoaning our predicament, and 
the landlord shaking his head and chiming in ^ What a 
pity ! ' when the man in blue, who had been lending an 
ear, spoke — ^I seem to hear his voice — saying : 

"* Now, if you'll listen to me, I'll tell you how you can 
do what you want done yourselves,' 

" And he described very precisely and clearly how the 
thing could be managed. But I could not follow him ; 
I had learnt English and thought I knew it, little 
knowing then how much there was to know. He soon 
saw I was puzzled outright. 

"* Well,' said he, with a funny side-glance at the little 
redcoat slouching sleepily on the bench where you are 
sitting now, * I'm stranded here for to-night. You live 
near, you say. If you like I'll step over first thing 
to-morrow and do it for you myself.' 

" I was shy and suspicious of strangers — ^as we all are 
here — but somehow I never once thought of refusing his 
oflFer, or even asked myself whether I could trust this 
man, so knowing he seemed, and yet so simple-spoken ! 
My head was full of what seemed to be quite a little 
adventure as I ran home. But I remember my father 
scolded me sharply tor giving the job without bargaining 
for a price, and I was vexed to death that he, when the 
man called next day, began by haggling with him about 
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the charge. He laughed outright ; said he was no 
journeyman tinker, and. wanted no pay for lending a 
helping hand to a fellow-Christian. That so hurt 
ftither's pride that he walked oflF in a huff. The other 
turned to me with a sort of merry appeal in his eye. 
* Come, there's no pleasing you Welsh ! * he com- 
plained. 

" * Don't say that ! ' The words slipped from me 
without thinking ; then 1 felt overcome with con- 
fusion — hot and red. Our eyes had met for a moment, 
and I turned away, my heart beating fast. 

" Well, he made short work of half a dozen jobs — 
leaks, broken panes, and what not ; refused payment, 
but stayed to take a cup of tea at our table. 

^^ He told us he was a seamai) in the Royal Navy, and 
that he and the soldier-man had first met in the train 
yesterday afternoon. He had managed to keep his half- 
tipsy fellow-passenger quiet, till, on nearing Pontycler, 
the booby tried to pull the communication cord, then 
wanted to fight the stationmaster, who turned him out 
of the train as unfit to travel. Just to save him from 
further scrapes, the sailor threw in his lot with the 
culprit, piloted him to the safe shelter, for the night, 
of the ^ Ivybush,' and had packed him, sad and sober, off 
to Cardiff that morning. 

" All the time I was thinking, * Presently it will be 
thank you and good bye — ^and all over ! ' sadly. For 
I liked him. Then, just as he was taking leave, he told 
us how, last night, Dr. Dathan had come to the inn on 
exactly the same errand as myself, and persuaded him to 
stay and help patch up the roof at Cilcorwen. And* 
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(father had been called oflF for a moment) though 
he didn't say so, he let me know he was glad to be 
detained, because of the chance offered of seeing me 
again ; and my heart gave a thump of rising joy. 

So we did meet, once or twice ; but along with the 

gladness of it I was sorely, sorely troubled. He 

seemed very far oflFj and if he and his speech and 

ways gave me a chink view into a new life and world, 

it was one with which I had and could have nothing 

to do. For one thing, he was a servant of War. War 

was wicked, and all fighting men servants of sin ; so said 

every teaching and preaching man I had ever heard. A 

stranger too, one of an alien race ; while I, born and 

reared at Pontycler, belonged body and soul to the little 

Welsh world of my fathers. Add to that I was as good 

as promised to another man — Vaughan Hughes of 

Bryngolau, who had been courting me for some time — 

and father had made up his mind he was to have me. 

He was a farmer in a larger way than ourselves ; and all 

the girls I knew envied me the flattering offer, and said 

spiteful things about the power of a pretty face. And 

though I hung back, feeling shy of the man, no one 

believed my bashfiilness would last long. We were not 

brought up to consider our fancies, for father was a very 

masterful man. I knew that with his old and confirmed 

prejudice against the English and his heart set on the 

marriage with Vaughan Hughes, he would be frantic if 

he knew how I was feeling now. 

" Well, a sailor's wooing is short. The fourth time we 
met — very gravely, very quietly, very tenderly, Walter — 
that was his name — asked me to be his wife. 
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The Struggle 

"Then the whole trouble of it plumped like a shower of 
stones upon me. Walter would not and could never 
understand why, since he had won my heart, he should 
not have my hand for the asking. There was no 
stopping him. He went straight to my father for his 
consent, startling him out of his wits, poor father ! He 
went into a violent rage ; then, as Walter persisted, 
unmoved, he broke into taunts and abuse, shouting out 
that all sailormen drank, had a wife in every port ; 
loudly treating the offer as an affront to an honest Welsh 
girl. Walter, stupefied, turned silently to me. I stood 
up to father, for the first and last time, said that I loved 
and wished to marry the man who had spoken ; and 
that, come what might, I would never marry Vaughan 
Hughes. 

"Then father broke out in the old Welsh tongue of his 
forefathers. Oh, he could use it and make it work, in 
ways Walter could never conceive of. He reproached 
me as treacherous and unfeeling — 2. girl who, for a light 
passing fancy for a foreign vagabond, could be false to 
ties of home, country, kindred, religion — every holy 
thing." 

" What ? Can you mean that he considered that for 
you to marry an Englishman would be a disgrace ? *' I 
asked in wonder. 

"Well, no,*' she half smiled. "I won*t say. Perhaps 
had there been money or advantage in the match he 
might, though not liking, have thought it his duty not 
to forbid it. He knew as little about the English as 
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you — pardon my saying it — do of Welsh people ; and he 
judged them from the worst sort that come here because 
they have gone wrong in their own country. Walter's 
quiet assertion that he was in a position to support a 
wife, he scouted. Here, he had made up his mind, was 
a tippler, an unbeliever, a spendthrift, whose dupe I 
should never be if he could help it. Oh, you might 
just as well have tried to move the Black Mountain 
yonder as to reason with father on the point. The 
difference of language rose up suddenly like a wall 
between them, and father seemed to lose his power of 
understanding or expressing himself in any but his 
mother tongue. Even Walter was discouraged ; felt it 
was hopeless to argue or to pray. 

^^He had to join his ship ; but bade me take heart, hold 
firm, and in a few weeks he would come back for my 
final answer. It was with a sinking heart I saw him go. 
But he wrote, he wrote ! 

"The next fortnight felt like a year of torment. 
Father was conficlent I had given in, and tried his best 
to hurry on the affair with Vaughan Hughes, who had 
heard about Walter and his suit, but was not jealous — 
not he ! — refusing to take it seriously. * What, an 
impudent English sailor rascal from who knows where 
try to steal his little girl ? ' Father, now that Walter was 
out of the way, had calmed down ; but his pleading was 
hard, too terribly hard for me to resist. When he stood 
up and spoke you were moved and awed as by one of the 
prophets or patriarchs in the Old Testament. How 
could I want to break his heart and bring shame on the 
family by giving him this godless English vagabond for a 
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son-in-law — I, the only daughter left ? My head had 
been turned for an instant — he could forgive that. But 
so heartless^ so undutiful, as to mean it — he couldn't 
believe it of me. 

^^ I felt somehow he saw things in a wrong light and 
would never see them in any other. He was old, too. 
There was no help anywhere. I was bound to go under. 
My appointed place in life was here with my people, 
while Walter, &r oflF in the busy world, would presently 
forget me. It was bitter, and yet I might have 
yielded but for the dread of being drawn into the other 
marriage. After that, no hope in this world for Walter 
and me — none ! My brothers, the neighbours, every one 
were against me, and full of hard words for him who in 
passing by had broken, if not destroyed, the peace of 
our hearth. 

A Critical Interview 

^^ There came the yearly grand &ir day at Llan£Felix, 
three miles off. Every one was starting for the town, all 
the girls in holiday clothes. I was in no humour for 
sports, and stayed to mind the house. Then, left alone 
with my trouble, it so possessed me and became so un- 
bearable I half wished I had gone with the rest. 

"There were butter and eggs to be^ taken up to Cil- 
corwen, and later in the day I went over with them 
myself. And as I went, thinking of father, of Vaughan 
Hughes, but mostly of Walter, whom I must give up — 
desperate, and at my wits* end what to do, it crossed my 
head, not for the first time, to consult Dr. Dathan ! " 

" Did you really look on him as a magician ? " I 
asked. 



24 TALES FROM WELSH HILLS 

"Well, I won't say that I did not. And only some 
superhuman power, I thought, could come to my relief. 
It seemed a wild notion, yet as I walked on in the loneli- 
ness — every human creature was at the fair — ^the deter- 
mination grew. I knocked at the house door, and 
receiving no answer, wondered if he too had gone to 
Llanffelix. The blinds were drawn, but the door opened 
to my hand, and the passage door into the sitting-room 
stood ajar. I peeped in. Dr. Dathan sat facing me at a 
table that seemed lit by magic stars. He was so absorbed 
in watching something in a glass that he never heard me 
on the threshold. The room, all misty and queer-smelling, 
was full of strange things whose nature and use were 
to me beyond conception — mysteriously-shaped bottles, 
tubes, glasses, and scientific instruments ; but the strangest 
object of all was Dr. Dathan, with his peaked, pallid face 
and lanky hair, under a red smoking-cap. Coming into 
that sickly-smelling little den straight from the open, the 
simple fields and feeding cattle, it knocked me stupid. 
At the moment I believed all the fairy tales I had ever 
heard of him." 

" Were you frightened ? " 

" I felt cold ; but something seemed pushing me on. 
Then he looked up at me standing there, and I spoke. 
^ Dr. Dathan, I am in a dreadful difficulty. I want to 
consult vou ' 

" ' I never give medical advice," he said, sharply. 

" ^ Nor do I need that,' I answered. 

" I had broken up some precious bit of study, and he 
was impatient and annoyed. But — I was not bad to look 
at in those days — he hesitated a moment to order me oflF, 
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and out I came with my story. I made it short. Some- 
thing warned me not to talk to his pity, but to his power, 
his wisdom and experience. He knew something of my 
father and Vaughan Hughes, and had seen Walter and 
me. Still, having said what I had to say, I felt — oh, so 
miserably foolish 1 Unless he were a real wizard, what 
could he do for me in such a pass ? 

"*You mean that you cannot hold your own,* he 
said. * Well, in this world the weakest must go to the 
wall.' 

" * If I am parted from Walter, what my father wills I 
shall do in the end. He upbraids, he talks or my dead 
mother, he beseeches, then he cries and sobs. If I defy 
him, and go off with Walter, it might be his death. 
With fury and excitement he will work himself into a 
fit.' My own feelings were getting out of hand, and I 
broke out helplessly, *Oh, tell me some way to safeguard 
myself from being over-persuaded into this other marriage 
at least. I read once of a girl who disfigured herself — 
spoilt her good looks — to get rid of a suitor. I thought it 
something too terrible to be true, but feel now that I 
could do it myself ! ' 

" * That would be a pity,* he said, and I heard him 
mutter as if thinking aloud, ^ Girl of an uncommon 
stamp — in more ways than one ! ' Then he levelled his 
fire- devils of eyes at me searchingly — suddenly — with an 
expression so outspoken, I seemed to read it off like 
writing. It said : ' Shall I or shall I not ? ' 

" * You can do something for me,' I said hastily. * I see 
it in your face ! ' 

^^He was put out and silent for a moment, glanced 
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down at some papers lying before him, then shot another 
look at me, as keen as one of his own blades. 

" * So you think you would face anything that offered 
you a chance ? * 

" * I would face death,' I said. 

"Death ends all chances,' he said grimly. * Besides, 
there are worse things than loss of life or lover.' 

" * What things ? ' I asked shakily. His manner had 
changed from one of indifierence and become earnest, and 
he was watching me now as carefully as the chemicals in 
the glass when I came in. 

"*I daresay you have heard horrible things told of me,' 
he began — * that I make a study of the hidden things of 
darkness — poisons, and so on.' 

^^ I assented in silence. 

" * It IS a necessary part of the physician's art. Disease 
is a poison they have to deal with, and that we men of 
science are occupied in tracing to its origin. You or 
anybody can understand the principle of what we call 
the " anti-toxin treatment," namely, that by introducing 
a small dose of some particular poison into the system we 
bring about a mild attack of the particular complaint, 
which secures immunity from all danger from it in the 
future. The extension of this principle is bringing us to 
the verge of discoveries of tremendous importance. Now 
I have in this glass a certain liquid,' he laid his hand on 
a small tube. * Were I to use it on you it would hurt 
neither you nor your beauty, yet it might bring about, 
in the natural course of events, all that you desire. Say 
that I were to inject a drop of it into your veins ' 

" * What will happen ? ' I asked, all of a tremble. 
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" ' Ah ! * The smile on his face made me shiver ! 
^ Since the experiment is one I cannot make usefully 
on myself, and no other human subject is forthcoming, 
I can only tell you what I believe will happen. It will 
affect one organ only — your brain. After a few days 
you will probably suffer from definite mental derange- 
ment. You will think, act, and talk absurdly, just as 
in a dream.' 

^^^Do you mean that I shall go mad?' I asked, 
scarcely believing my ears. 

" * Well, your memory, your reason, will be temporarily 
disordered. The disorder will pass away. But you 
will find Farmer Hughes will have cooled in his suit. 
A man like him thinks twice before wedding a girl who 
has been out of her mind. Ask yourself! What passes 
here would of course remain our secret.' 

^^ I shrank, scared at what I thought a demoniacal 
offer. * Oh, Dr. Dathan, I cannot ! * 

"*Well, well, in that case there is no more to be 
said,' he replied, rhis tone changing quickly. ^ Go 
home ! I was only joking, you little fool ! ' 

<( Never joker looked and spoke as he had done 1 I 
knew better. *Why, they would put me away, shut 
me up in an asylum,' I stammered out. 

" * Even if they did, you would be released soon. But 
I think I can prevent that. I shall interest myself in 
the case, and will talk to any other doctor they may 
summon, and provide an attendant for you at home if 
necessary. No special treatment will be needed, and in 
three weeks I say you will be well — and rid of Vaughan 
Hughes's attentions.' 
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" His urgency and confidence were gaining ground on 
me. 'But say I consented,* I faltered, * there is 
Walter. What of him ? ' 

" * Oh — he — the Navy man — leave him to me. In 
any case you will be relieved of what you tell me you 
dread most. To your lover I will — well, I'll tell him 
something ; not all — but enough. Think, now. Will 
you or will you not ? * 

'^ I was agitated, as never in my life before. But the 
excitement, the eagerness that seemed to devour him, 
and heaved under his ordinary manner, was a thing I 
couldn't describe or ever forget. 

" * Mind,' he said, pulling himself up, as it were, * the 
only certain risk is mine. I have gone farther into 
these studies than most ; and it may be long before 
certain processes of protective treatment I would advocate 
are recognised as safe and proper. I am defying law, 
public opinion — endangering private and professional 
standing by proposing this to you. And if you consent, 
you must speak of this to none — not even to Walter — 
until after my death. Observe, I am trusting you, as 
you will trust me.' 

'^ His audacity and zest caught and clutched me like 
a hawk, and carried me away, *Yes,' I said, *I am 
willing. Will it — will it — hurt much ? ' 

" His whole person lit up with elation and excitement. 

* Oh, a pin-prick,* he said, with the laugh of those 

who win. 

• • • • . 

" A pin-prick, and it was done. 

'* Then, from an evil spirit tempting me, he seemed to 
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become a human being ; and talked to me kindly and 
cheeringly, as to one who has rendered you a service. I 
went home palsied inwardly with fear, but repeating 
over to myself his last words : * Don't think. Don't 
worry. Wait. Let what will happen ; hold on and 
trust to me. All will be well at the last.' 



The Hidden Hand 

^^ The blessed, blind trust we put in doctors helped me 
to do as he said, at the first. Soon, awful fears came 
like big waves to swallow me up. He seemed to know 
— for sure. But suppose he was mistaken — had mis- 
calculated ; and the effect were to destroy my mind — 
make of me a madwoman for life ! Had I perhaps com- 
mitted a sin, though unknowingly, in consenting to let 
him try the experiment ? I perhaps deserved this most 
terrible punishment. I had seen in his &ce that it would 
be nothing to him what became of me. All he cared 
for was to study the effect on me of the treatment. 

" In the long after-years I have been in lands where 
they still offer up human sacrifices to their gods. I 
thought once or twice then of Dr. Dathan.'? 

" Well, what did happen ? " I asked, deeply curious. 

" For a few days — I don't know how many — I went 
about my work as usual. Then one morning I was 
smitten by an awful headache ; could scarcely see or 
speak. As by chance. Dr. Dathan looked in at the 
farm that very day, spoke cheerfully to me, and advised 
me to keep very quiet. 

"It's little or nothing I can tell you from my own 
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knowledge of anything after that. They say I went 
completely off my head ; talked and behaved just as he 
had foretold, as senselessly as in a dream ; persuaded that 
impossible things were happening ; persons there who 
were not ; one thing changing, melting into another. 
I was incapable of understanding what was said to me, 
or of making myself understood. My fether and brothers 
were as scared as if I had turned into a goblin or a 
ghost. They fetched Dr. Dathan in a hurry — he being 
so near. He managed to quiet them a little, till the 
Llanffelix doctor came, who was perplexed, and not 
particularly hopeful. Dr. Dathan professed to leave me 
in his hands, but let him know that he held a different 
opinion. He offered to watch the case for the other, 
and was as kind as could be, coming every day ; and, 
while confessing he had never seen an attack like it 
before, predicted that in due time I should recover. 

" And so it happened ; gradually — as I was told — but 
to myself it seemed as if in one happy hour, I shook oflF 
a nightmare — a heavy cloud ; and my wits became clear 
again, though I was as weak as a little child. * Patience,* 
Dr. Dathan whispered to me. * You will soon be as well 
and strong as before.' And so it came to pass ! 

" But the whole parish knew I had been off my head, 
and some whispered, since Dr. Dathan gave no pills or 
draughts, that he had cured me by a charm. Vaughan 
Hughes behaved just as the doctor had foretold. There 
must be madness in the family, he supposed. Certainly 
I seemed to be Winifred Owen herself again ; but the 
attack might recur. He had inquired, and heard how 
rare it was that patients, though discharged from asylums 
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as cured, remained permanently sane. I don't see that 
he was to be blamed for his caution, but he oflFended 
father by his plain-speaking, and they had some words. 
Just then Walter came back ; and Dr. Dathan took a 
lot of trouble — got hold of him and talked to him in 
private, in the first place." 

'' What did he tell him ? " 

" That he felt certain mine had been a case — a rare 
case — of blood-poisoning, and that there was not the 
slightest danger of a relapse. To &ther he hinted that 
a thorough change of scene and circumstances would be 
a desirable thing for me on all accounts. Other ad- 
mirers might behave like Vaughan Hughes ; while here 
was Walter, with a bundle of badges and testimonials 
from his superior officers, ready and eager to wed me. 
Father gave in ; Walter Trinaman was married to me 
three weeks later, and away with me to England — to 
Plymouth — and the Fleet." 

The Tree of Knowledge 

Five-and-thirty years ago she went out with him into 
a new and complicated world, the world of infinite good 
and evil, from which Pontycler prudently still keeps its 
face averted. Yet had she been blessed in her deed. 
Walter Trinaman proved of the good leaven, one of the 
best in a line of life where all must be of the better sort. 
His officers, his mates, knew it ; and his Winifred came 
to know. 

" And when I said I owe my life to Dr. Dathan, I 
mean Walt's life and mine that we led together ! " 
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Much had she seen, " places and men." Sorrow she 
had known, " Our little son — we lost ! " And that 
sorrow, I felt, was unhealed. " But we had two dear 
daughters." 

Both married young, she told me ; and two years ago 
Walter Trinaman, then in the coastguard service, was 
one of the six lives lost in rescuing others from a 
memorable wreck on the coast of South Devon. 

" My own life seemed ended and lived out. Of my 
girls, one was settled in Canada ; the other in Glasgow. 
My heart turned suddenly — so strangely and unex- 
pectedly — to Pontycler and the old country, and I came 
over, to find father still living, though going on for 
ninety years old. My brothers carry on the farm. 
The people at the * Ivybush ' were leaving, and so it 
came to pass that I took it." 

" And Dr. Dathan," I asked, " what became of him ?" 

*^It was about three years after I went away that 
I read a notice of him in the paper. He was found 
dead in his bed at Cilcorwen by the caretaker who 
brought up his breakfast one morning. At the inquest 
the doctor said his whole frame was wasted and perished, 
and that it was a miracle he had lived so long, not ailing, 
apparently; as he might have dropped off at any moment 
the last twelvemonth. There are those here like Caleb 
Evans, whom you met to-day, who still half believe that 
the devil came for his own and fetched him away. That 
is not fair. What became of his researches I never 
heard ; nor do I think he cared to be famous— only 
to find out, and to know." 
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On leaving the "Ivybush** regretfully the next 
morning, I suggested enlarging and improving the 
inn, since so pleasant a halting-place as Pontycler could 
not fail to attract numerous summer visitors of a better 
class. Surely it would be worth while. 

" If you mean that it would be more remunerative,*' 
said Mrs. Trinaman plainly, ** I, or any one who knows 
anything about it, can tell you this kind of thing pays 
much better ! " And that, I felt, was the proper 
answer to my commonplace, middle-class suggestion. 
But her last words were in another key, as, standing 
before her door, a serving hostess to every passing 
wayfarer, to the fit and unfit alike, she wished me 
good speed. ^^So long as I stay," she said wistfully, 
"it shall stay as it was when I first met Trinaman — 
Pve told you where and how ! " 



The Only Girl 



It is my firm belief — corroborated by the most recent 
prehistoric research — that the original Pixyland was 
Wales. 

The landsmen — the little men, the tricksy men, the 
unaccountable, elusive, secret people of the hills — mighty 
for mischief, or for kindness, according as they choose — 
dark, quaint-headed, quaintly clad — ^you may call them 
Welsh, or Picts, or Ibero-Silurian, or the ten tribes, or 
what you please — I call them Pixies. 

Any well-read child will tell you, should you have 
forgotten, what a Pixy is : an originally sinful fairy, 
whose pleasurable duty it is to cause accidents in well- 
regulated families and put to confusion the best-laid 
schemes of thinking men and women. 

They are vanishing, together with their hiding-places, 
before the spread of County Council schools, steam- 
rollers, corrugated-iron roofs, and land taxes compelling 
the felling for sale of timber. Hence seldom seen, but 
"never,** or "nowhere" is a long word. Ask the 
salmon-poachers in some remote rocky valley of the Towy 
or Teify River. Ask the old head of a family of five 

34 
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generations at a farm by the moorland mountain lake. 
Nay, in your own field, if you could only bring yourself 
to wait and watch long years for it, some hint, some 
eerie manifestation of their presence will reward your 
super-nature-study. 

Everywhere on the Black Mountain, though they dare 
not show themselves, their spirit is present yet. You 
wander northward along green roads, and are led south. 
From some slippery stony slope you step on to firm 
flatland, and are up to your knees in black ooze. A 
short cut by a ferny hillside proves to be set with man- 
traps — holes to baffle the surest feet. You may surprise 
the little folk themselves by sudden chance, hurrying 
furtively along, cleverly disguised as miners or quarrymen, 
dark-faced, with dogs of some unknown breed in their 
wake, coming you know not whence and bound you 
wonder whither. 



It was too fine for Pixies to-day, a day when their 
remotest haunts were not safe from prying picnic 
parties. 

There, on a plateau of 2,000 feet — a feir elevation 
anywhere in the British Isles — ^I and my guest Edith sat 
eating our lunch beside a rude cairn, praising our 
patience that had won for us by waiting such perfect 
conditions for our mountain walk. 

Such a day acts like a philtre. Grone was the 
impression, the very memory, of the last four weeks of 
perpetual rain and tempest. All that was a dream. 
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This was the reality. We basked, we gloated ; we had 
never been glum, or bored, or run down, or out of 
spirits in all our maiden lives. The world was a glorious 
place it was a treat to live in. 

** After lunch we'll go on to the upper cairn. The 
view from there should be more sketchable," said my 
friend. 

Edith is a specialist in Social and Educational Reform 
when in town, an indefatigable amateur landscape painter 
when in the country. 

But between the undoing of a packet of sandwiches 
and their consumption we were stricken with blindness. 
We could see the way to our mouths, and no &rther. 

« Oh, bother ! " said Edith. 

" Only a mountain mist," said I. " They come and 
go. Still — we'd better get back to the path, quick ; 
for you never can tell." 

Never. No sooner were we down in the track than 
the fog vanished, as it had appeared, in a twinkling. 
But after having descended so for we preferred to pursue 
our way downward and homeward by a footpath skirting 
a spur of the Black Mountain under the ridge, a path I 
knew well and one you could not miss. We had 
hardly done repenting our hasty bolt in a panic, when 
that white curtain fell again. A sheet, covering all that 
was visible. A corner might lift now and then, but 
beyond a yard or so we were practically sightless. Still, 
with a pathway under our feet, we could not greatly err. 
We had just passed Bryn &rm, and had only to go 
straight on for a mile or so when we should meet the 
high road. That mile was interminable. When, by 
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our watches, we had marched for an hour, and all to be 
caught in a thorn thicket where no thorns or briers 
should be, beside a brook I could not name, and a pond 
we nearly walked into, I owned that we were lost 

We stood still. There was dead silence on earth — if 
on earth we were, and if not struck stone dear as well 
as blind. 

Under such suspension of activity the sense of indi- 
vidual existence droops and fades. We were a helpless 
part of the universal scheme, with no voice in its least 
counsels. 

^^ Rolled round in earth's diurnal course 
With rocks and stones and trees/' 

*' Where are we ? " asked Edith, timorously and low. 

" In Pixyland," I feebly jested likewise. 

Then, in that lightless wild a sound arose — whether 
near or distant you could not tell — a sound indescribable, 
was it a voice ? — meaningless, a whisper, an utterance ; 
low, continuous, and though dimly articulate utterly 
unintelligible. It wasn't even Welsh ! Anything so 
uncanny never broke upon my ears. It wasn't speaking, 
or singing, or whistling ; it sounded human and yet 
non-human at once. Spirit- talk — Pixy-talk. Edith is 
an advanced philosopher, but it went on her nerves. IF 
we moved towards where it seemed to come from, it 
receded — an audible Will-o'-the wisp, bent on luring us 
into thorn thickets, stumbling-places, or a swamp. 

" Let's get away from this," I whispered desperately at 
last, and away we got, somehow, tramping on for another 
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weary hour, when we sighted close at hand a real light 
coming from a real house. The mist was breaking, rain 
was falling, and I recognised the farm — Glascarreg, 
whence a cart-track led straight down to the highway 
in ten minutes. 

There we borrowed an umbrella, and in half an hour 
were at home, but with that weird, wordless whisper 
still in our ears, running in our brain as a tune runs. 

" Well, Edith," said I, " say what you like, I know 
now how Pixies talk." 

II 

The following afternoon we went over to restore the 
umbrella. 

Glascarreg was one of those delightful old Welsh 
farmhouses of which not a few survive, cheerfully setting 
at defiance the by-laws of local councils and the dogmas 
of hygiene. The *' living-room " seemed expressly con- 
structed to exclude light and air. Perhaps it was. So is 
a fox's hole, or a bird's nest. For those who live, move, 
and have their being in the open the first need, as with 
foxds and birds, is a close refuge from the fearsome heat 
of the sun and the furious weather rages. So to the 
husbandman of old a dusky resting-place, where the 
hurricanes of wet and wind and the nooti-day glare cease 
from troubling, seemed the ideal thing. Certainly a place 
never designed for the conning of books and newspapers, 
or plying the sewing-machine ; but time was when 
needlework meant knitting, play a pipe, and reading was 
sheer waste of time. A glazed loophole, just to let you 
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know what you were doing, that was enough. Air? 
Well, the house door was never shut but at night. 

Something on these lines had stood where Glascarreg 
stands and served as a homestead ever since the Pixy 
men held the land, 

"Issachar Jones, the occupier, aged seventy-two, 
works his hundred acres with the aid of his youngest boy 
Tom, a lad of sixteen. The wife is a thrifty, industrious 
body, and they have three stalwart sons in America, 
running a store. But the only girl " 

I stopped, as a weird figure, bent low over a wash-tub, 
lifted itself suddenly afar off. A skinny and bony 
creature, who appeared tall from not having a particle 
of superfluous flesh on her frame. Her bare arms were 
long and angular, her lanky reddish hair was blown 
loosely about her face. She was pallid-skinned, with a 
high colour in her cheeks, and a countenance plainly 
observant, plainly uncomprehending. A striking, but 
scarcely a pleasing, object 

^^ Caliban's daughter," suggested Edith wickedly, but 
to the point. 

" No, Issachar Jones's," I retorted. " She, Catrin — 
well the poor girl's what you call feeble-minded ; 
slightly deficient intellectually. She suffers from asthma 
and epileptic fits besides." 

^^ Better dead," sighed Edith sombrely. Edith is a 
eugenist. " Ah, but we are coming to an age of light 
and leading when such hapless creatures will not be 
born — or not permitted to exist. Where is the 
humanity — the sanity even — of rearing and helping 
them to live out a life of misery ? " 



V 
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"A painful problem, anyway," said I. "Now if 
Catrin were London-born, she would, no doubt, if rich, 
be with a trained nurse or medical guardian somewhere 
out of sight ; or, if poor, in an Institution for those 
similarly afflicted. But the Issachar Joneses have their 
own point of view. The defenceless and least fortunate 
member is the last they would wish to banish from the 
family circle." 

Stranger and wilder still was the scarecrow picture 
when we came up to it. Torn cotton gown, tattered 
apron, piecemeal bodice and crossover, the wearer pant- 
ing loudly and her arms waving like the sails of a wind- 
mill as she strove valiantly with the contents of the 
wash-tub. But the face above was exuberantly kind- 
hearted and good-tempered, beaming welcome on us 
with broad and cheerful smiles, though of our English 
speech she could obviously make but little. 

The mother came out and spoke to her in Welsh 
rather sharply. She took it in good part, and began 
removing herself and her wash-tub, panting and blowing 
the while like a grampus. Mrs. Issachar Jones, with 
the dignified courtesy of a duchess, invited us indoors. 

Living-room ? Tut, tut ! The Jones's living-room 
was the farmyard, the sheep-run, the cow-pasture, the 
potato-patch. Here within was the cooking-place, the 
refectory ; and overhead the loft {anglice : first floor) 
where you slept. "Life" was lived elsewhere. 

But oh the solid comfort, the real beauty, of that farm 
kitchen ! The noble smokeless fire made red-hot with 
balls of clay and ashes — no fire in the world to compare 
with it, as the bread coming from that oven bore 
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witness ; the old oak dresser, decked with blue china 
inciting to breaches of the tenth commandment, hung 
with thirty sacred, quaint-patterned jugs of local ware, 
glorious with the copper lustre surely invented expressly 
as a set-off to the dull black oak of old settles, tables, and 
chairs. Here, in an atmosphere of ease and cosy warmth, 
we took tea with the old couple. When I asked for 
Catrin, Mrs. Jones answered that she was busy in the 
garden and would take tea later on. After tea Edith, 
the new-comer, was taken on a round of inspection — of 
the dairy and its products, not of the choicest quality 
but free from suspicion of boracic acid or formalin ; the 
cowhouse, over which she shook her hygienic head a 
little ; the water-wheel which she must come to-morrow 
to sketch. Lastly, the well-cultivated garden, where 
with silent veneration we beheld a score of thriving 
growths of various vegetables ; Edith, a vegetarian on 
principle, trying hard to look as if she knew a growing 
carrot from a parsnip ; celery, spinach, and artichoke 
by sight. 

At the farthest end rose a screen of tall currant bushes, 
and behind that a hedge. We were just turning back 
towards the house when from behind the bushes came a 
sound — at which Edith and I stopped dead, gazing at 
each other. 

A murmur, a song, a whisper, a humming, a 
whistling — it was none of these, yet partook of them all. 

Mrs. Jones reddened, annoyed and embarrassed. 

"It is my daughter. You will excuse her. She is 
— well — she has fitses . . . and she is not quite like 
other people in her head. Ah, she can and do talk so as 
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do others ; only when she think to be by herself she go 
on so you are hearing her now. It shall be her way of 
thinking loud or of singing to herself." 

I l>cgged to knoW) if she could tell me, where in the 
Welsh world her daughter had been wandering to 
yesterday afternoon about an hour before we came to the 
door for the umbrella. 

"Why, just there in that back piece. which she is 
^igg^^g now. The mist she was so thick, I was 
telling her all the time to come in, but she would not." 

We exchanged another glance and . , . held our 
peace. 

Now Edith's hobby, when in South Wales, is buying 
up all the new-laid eggs to send to girls in London flats. 
While the Glascarreg henhouses were being robbed 
for her gratification, she and I, put to wait in the parlour, 
saw Catrin enter the porch holding something in her 
hand. She wore a fixed and purposeful air, and passed 
without seeing us into the kitchen, whose open door 
faced that of the parlour. 

She walked to the hearth, knelt down, and began 
sprinkling what appeared to be a handful of the fresh 
earth she had been digging over the embers. To the 
little flames that arose Catrin, bending forward, seemed 
to be speaking, in Welsh, confidentially, but too low for 
me to catch the words. 

The mother clattering in with the egg-basket, Catrin 
rose hurriedly, then as we joined company at the gate 
smiled and signed us good-evening as we left. 

" And so, Edith," said I, « the Pixies of the Black 
Mountain were Miss Issachar Jones, of Glascarreg Farm ! " 
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But the strangest thing of all was that we had been 
nearest home just when we had believed ourselves 
farthest astray ; and that after going forward for 
another hour by our watches we had found ourselves 
exactly at the starting-point. Truly you never can 
tell. 



Ill 



During the next three weeks we were often at Glas- 
carreg. Edith was determined to sketch the water- 
wheel, which, objecting, oiFered a passive resistance it 
took time to overcome. There was a growing attrac- 
tion about the spot. The site, within a sheltering amphi- 
theatre of ferny, rocky uplands on the lower slopes of a 
mountain ridge, was one a lord might envy. So also 
was the every-varying, far-reaching outlook. First the 
near field, with a reed-fringed mere glistening in the 
centre — the sun-god's mirror, the day long ; then 
away over intersecting lines of wavy, dreamlike hills to 
the skyline, and, it was said, on certain days — days that 
never came to pass — to the sea. Such a prospect is the 
invaluable birthright of many a cottager in South Wales. 

The longer I looked on, the larger the Daughter of the 
House loomed in the family picture. Low mentality 
and asthma notwithstanding, Catrin was as remote from 
an idiot as from an invalid. See her carrying laughingly 
along a sackful of apples or potatoes, under which many a 
stout son of Adam would curse and stagger ! Or working 
with digging or weeding fork in field or garden as for 
dear life, tending the soil she loved ^ or fetching water 
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in gigantic jars from a distant well ; or mounted high on 
a long ladder whitewashing the house walls — her pet 
employment. "To shut out the damp," her mother 
kept repeating. But her zest and persistence in the un- 
called-for task once provoked me to ask in jest if she did 
it to scare off evil spirits, traditions of a belief to this 
effect lingering from the olden time. And Mrs. Jones 
replied : 

" The father of me — Catrin was yet a child when I 
buried him — ah ! she was one he did love — he loved her 
in his heart — and he would have her to run by him in 
the fields where he was working all day. Now father, 
he was a great man for poetries and fairy-stories and that 
sort of thing, and could tell you of all the old customs 
and believes. But some I do think he make out of his 
own head. And Catrin was always for hearing them. 
What she have learn from the school-missis she shall 
have forgotten ; but what father he telled her she forget 
never, though we are telling her, and she know, it be 
silly. She half-believe them too. You shall see her, 
when something vex her, as now, since the new colt 
be gone lame, take fresh earth in her hand, throw it on 
the fire and tell her trouble to the flames it make, and 
she think all shall then come well for sure. Her brother 
Tom, he do laugh and tease when he see her." 

Catrin gloried in her strength. It might not come 
up to that of Marged, the famous " Strong Woman of 
Llanberis," whose strength was as that of the two 
strongest men ; but it served. 

Once during a cloud-burst — or shower in her esti- 
mate — that sent Edith and me flying to the shelter of 
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the house-porch, we saw Catrin sally forth, and with no 
more protection than an old sack hung round her 
shoulders, briskly climb the steep behind the farm, and in 
a few moments, plying foot and hand together, evolve a 
rough earthwork that effectually diverted a streaming 
flood making direct for the homestead. Presently the 
sun shone again, and Edith and I stood watching an 
enchanting rainbow effect on the hillside, the prism 
seeming to spring out of the ground beside a clump of 
sweetbrier, as it were the first pier of a celestial bridge. 

What on earth was Catrin doing now ? — toiling uphill 
again in eager haste, spade in hand ? Having reached 
the thorn clump where the rays met the ground, she 
started digging vigorously on the spot. 

" That is one other of those silly tales," the mother let 
fall, " that in what place.you see the bow is springing from 
there treasure shall lie hid. I do not believe it, nor I 
don't think she do herself. But when I shall scold her 
she do say, * Mother, if it should be there now ! * " 

Which or us has not, like Catrin, sought and found 
happiness in half-conscious illusions ! 

Catrin had no wisdom. She would never knit in a 
field — witches would tangle the yarn. She urged the 
choosing of cows with a white stripe down the back. 
Such cannot be "overlooked." She would come in to 
breakfast joyously smiling, having met a wandering fox, 
which, in the early morning, means luck ; or disquieted 
because a white swan had alighted by the mere — an 
omen of ill ; while of tlie semblance of the reading and 
writing arts so laboriously acquired in her school years 
she retained not a particle. But in the work of her 
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hands she took pleasure, and showed no small intelli- 
gence. Gladys and Muriel Llewellyn Evans, of Bryn 
Farm yonder, were slim and pretty, and dainty in attire, 
and studying respectively for the teaching and dress- 
making professions. But they broke down over the 
churning, caught cold if 'they got wet, and were strictly 
forbidden to lift heavy weights. 

There was no more regular attendant at the meetings 
of the Shiloh Tabernacle than Catrin. What religion 
meant to her, of what nature were the fervent sensations 
that agitated her while she listened, entranced, to pulpit 
oratory or joined in a hymn, is unknowable. The 
minister, to any scoffing comments passed on Catrin 
Jones and her piety, would retort that if all the rest of 
the world were as harmless and of as much use in it as she, 
it would be a better place than we see it to-day. Low 
though her intellect, that her moral instincts were good 
and even high was beyond dispute. 

Her kindly feelings towards animals were most marked, 
and she hated killing any wild creature. Once^ on seeing 
her very much younger brother Tom knock over a rabbit 
in the garden, her sharp cry of pain and change of 
countenance startled us. We pointed pleadingly to the 
devastated cabbage-patch. Catrin only shook her head, 
and walked away uncomforted. 

"She do think," let out Tom, grinning, "that the 
soul of he may have been in that rabbit there." 

« He ? Who ? " 

" Dan." 

" Who was Dan ? " 

" Dan Price, Glyncoed, to whom she was engaged." 
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When we inquired further of the mother she ex- 
plained. 

" Oh, they were then but boy and girl. Dan was a 
kind boy, and when he see others laugh or make sport of 
Catrin he says he be her lad, and shall marry her when 
they be grown up. It was all a joke, but Catrin «he 
believe it always* For Dan went out to work in the 
quarries, and two years after was killed there by a &11 of 
the rock." 

That was twenty years ago, and Catrin, proud in her 
fidelity to his memory, had remained content with her 
spinsterhood. 

" But the rabbit ? " said Edith inquiringly. 

" Well, they do say some think when a man have die 
his soul she may pass into some creature." 

Mrs. Jones repudiated the shadow of so heathenish an 
idea for her own part, but a word or two I elicited from 
Catrin, when Tom was at a safe distance, betrayed that 
she entertained it. 

IV 

Once only I saw her in tears. Mrs. Jones, who was 
ailing, had gone into the town to consult a doctor, and 
I found Catrin, alone, &ce in her apron, crying in the 
kitchen. We were friends now, she and I, and I coaxed 
her to tell me her trouble. 

"I — I had gone to the well, and was coming back 
when I saw a dog sitting on the doorstep." 

" Well, was it Spot, or Fan, or Rover, or ^" 

She shook her head unhappily, and gave me to under 
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stand between her sobs that what she had seen was one or 
the Cwn Annwn, or spectral hounds that appear on the 
threshold when an inmate is threatened with death. It 
was white, with fiery eyes, and melted away at her 
approach ; but later, on her looking out, there it was 
again ! And mother, she had never — never been like 
this before, not sleeping all through the night, and her 
head not better this morning. Catrin was past cheering 
up till Mrs. Jones returned with a portentous bottle of 
physic, bettered by the mere sight of it, and the assurance 
of a speedy cure. 

On the occasion of Edith's farewell visit to Glascarreg 
we found the liveliest activity there prevailing. The 
Shiloh " May Meetings " coming on next week were to 
be on an unexampled scale. At the Tabernacle there 
would be no cessation of the proceedings day or night, 
and the assistant principals were to be feasted at Glas- 
carreg, Mother and daughter were up to their elbows 
in flour and soapsuds. We could only be in the way, 
we felt, so cut short our parting call. 

The meetings were crowded and successful beyond 
precedent or expectation. They were the last Catrin 
was ever to attend. 

Three days later we met, hurrying to town on an 
errand from Glascarreg, one Betty Morgan, a widow ot 
eighty, able and willing as any Boy Scout to render first 
aid in any emergency. 

Catrin, laid low yesterday by a fit, she told us, was in 
a highly critical condition, the attacks recurring rapidly, 
and the doctor gave no hope at all. 

The emotional strain of the revivalistic concourse, 
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perhaps the effort to grasp more of the significance of 
the preacher's eloquence than the stunted brain could 
reach — the unwonted nervous excitement, telling on a 
frame physically exhausted by the colossal hospitable 
labours of the days before, had proved too much for the 
imperfect sjrstem. The weak link in the chain had 
snapped, and within not many days of our last visit there 
was another solemn feast-day at Glascarreg, the funeral 
day of the Daughter of the House. 

Here in this quiet world there is no shirking of the 
contemplation of the Inevitable, no ignoring of the part 
death plays in common life, no effort to keep all reminders 
of it out of sight. Nor yet any repelling sense of for- 
malism or insincerity in the recognised outward signs of 
mourning. A simpler feeling dictates what shall be done. 
Individual sentiments are a thing apart ; the general 
attitude is uniform, imquestioned, with no fear of mis- 
conception. 

Perhaps the very fact of Catrin's mental infirmity 
impelled parents, friends, and neighbours to convey her 
to the grave with all the honour and respect their state 
could muster. 

More than seventy rural equipages, numerously occu- 
pied, followed the coffin — followed themselves by a train 
of mourners on foot — to its destination in the Tabernacle 
cemetery. 

Ghosts ? 

If from her last ecstatic dream of paradise Catrin has 
awoken to its realisation, there is no call for her to revisit 
this poor earth. Yet in the wind on the Black Moun- 
tain a dreamer might see her, with her banshee-like fiice 

4 
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and her yellow hair flying. Or when the white mists 
extinguish the visible world hear that inarticulate murmur- 
whisper — signifying what i God knows. 

"A sense of the half-corporeal things, 
That lie where only the nightbird sings, , , ." 



Four months later Edith, on her way to an educational 
congress in a chief city, spent a week-end with me. 
How were the old folks of Glascarreg? she did not 
forget to ask. 

" Gone from there these three months," was my reply. 
" The farm has passed into other hands." 

" Gone ? Why, what ever made them give it up ? " 

It had not taken them three weeks to discover that 
Catrin had been the mainstay of the family prosperity, 
and that without her the whole hhric of their farm life 
would come tumbling round their ears. Of the labour 
she had voluntarily taken the brunt. Milking, washing, 
churning, cheese-making, treading the clay and ashes for 
fuel, wood-chopping, byre-cleaning, digging and manuring 
the garden — what hireling, what other, indeed, could be 
trusted to fill her part ? Issachar was ageing and getting 
rheumatic, and the boy, they knew well, was only 
waiting for his eighteenth birthday and the age of 
independence to start as railway porter at a junction 
station many miles away. 

With their substantial savings they removed to a villa 
on the town skirts, where they have sash-windows of 
plate glass, and water laid on, and smart slow-combustion 
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grates, yet to them a poor exchange for the old home- 
stead, where their hearts remain. 

Ah, that was a happier time at the old hill ferm with 
Catrin ! Those were the happy days — before they lost 
Catrin — Catrin, who loved and revelled in hard work 
as few can do who read and write ; Catrin, who laughed 
at toil and fatigue, always ready and cheerful, docile and 
dutiful. Would, indeed, that all women, aye, and all 
men, of wit and understanding had fulfilled their parts in 
life as well as she ! 



The Way He Went 

PART I 

An Innocent Renegade 

I 

Elwyn was the only son of Mrs. Rosser, a widow. 

Trearavon — Welsh for Riverstead — the home of his 
fathers, was a small tenant-farm of a type that flourishes 
persistently in Elwyn's country. No gentleman-farmers, 
the Rossers, They might even have resented the term 
as opprobrious. Yet Trearavon^ stone-built, slate-roofed, 
creeper-grown, looked what it was — ^a residence, with a 
life of its own, apart from the little pile of farm buildings 
attached to it. These were there for the home, and not 
the home for them, as with the real old farmstead in 
Wales and all the world over. 

A fancy spot as to outlook, with the Trothi River at 
a stone's-throw flowing past between broad buttercup 
meadows ; and away on the opposite bank a noble wooded 
headland, crowned by a castle famous in song and story. 
From that ruined keep an archer might shoot an arrow 
down on the roofs of peaceful, low-lying Trearavon. 
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Look up the wide river valley, beyond the little hillside 
town of LlaniFelix, to the far horizon for an enchanting 
vision of mountain peaks, distinct but involved, remote, 
as it were sky-high and inaccessible. 

Left fatherless in his infancy, Elwyn and his future 
were a source of the gravest anxiety to Mrs. Rosser, 
poor, proud, and conscientious. 

<* Ah, Elwyn, my little son," she mourned aloud over 
him once, while he was still in frocks and lying stretched 
on the hearthrug before her, ^^I am thinking how I 
shall bring you up ! " 

The little son was on his feet in a moment. 

" But, mother, I can perfectly well get up by myself," 
he promptly assured her, provoking a laugh and a kiss. 

Yet here was a true word. A happily responsive, 
pliable-<seeming disposition won him the goodwill of old 
and young ; yet in him was a determining power that 
told insensibly on all those he had to do with, those set 
in authority over him not excepted. 

After his first day at school, Hopkin, the master, came 
round to compliment Mrs. Rosser on the proficiency she 
had already imparted to this youngster in reading, 
writing, and the English tongue, till she dreamt wistfully 
of imaginary heights to which she might have arisen in 
the world had she adopted the scholastic profession. 

But too many boys between six and sixteen had passed 
through Hopkin's hands for him to find in himself, in 
the years that followed, the sole cause of this pupil's 
disconcerting advancement. 

" It astonishes me," he kept repeating to Mrs. Rosser. 
Mrs. Rosser refused to be astonished. 



54 TALES FROM WELSH HILLS 

" His fathers before him were men of learning," she 
said, pointing to an imposing old bookcase full of ponderous, 
leather-bound theological volumes that occupied most of 
the wall space in the parlour. ^^ It was the boast of the 
Rossers that they always sent one son into the ministry." 

Hopkin assented politely, though feeling that only by 
special miracle could that boy have learnt from contro- 
versial tracts, old sermons, homilies, and commentaries 
all that he seemed to know. But buried here and there 
in the library, like currants in a loaf, were a few histories, 
classical and other dictionaries, lesson books that Hopkin, 
or any self-respecting Council Schoolmaster, would con- 
sign to the dust-heap, yet out of which an eager young 
mind of peculiar capacity might suck no small store 
of facts and &ncies. 

His boyish bent was only half bookish nevertheless. 
His keenness over any game seemed crazy to his school- 
fellows ; while to see the spell cast over him by the 
merest shadow of sport was positively dreadful to Mrs. 
Rosser. Put a horse under him, a fishing-rod in his 
hand, give him a glimpse of the foxhounds, of an otter, 
badger, or even a rat-hunt, and there was Elwyn, as 
it were, bewitched. Now sport, it is well known in 
LlanflFelix, spells gambling and ruin. Well, well, he 
was but a boy, and neither a tall nor a strong boy. 
The open air was medically recommended for him. 

In the natural course of things as they were in that 
shire from the beginning, are now — and long may they so 
remain ! — Elwyn would succeed to the mastership of the 
farm. Here, though he performed with characteristic 
amiability such light tasks as his mother and two elder 
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sisters, Gwladys and Gwen, assigned to him, aptitude 
was wanting. One marked that, one who possessed it 
— David, the second farm-hand, Elwyn's fast friend and 
ally. 

" Now, Elwyn hach^'* David would say on Saturdajrs, 
taking the stable-broom from him, " I'll tidy up, and see 
to the feeding of the calves for you. Then, after tea, into 
the barn you comes and tells me over again that story of 
the Fleece of Gold and the Ship of Brave Men and " 

"Oh, I'll tell it you now, or any time," broke in 
Elwyn readily. " You needn't do my work for that " (re- 
linquishing the besom as he spoke, nevertheless). " Now, 
look here, David, I'll tell you what — I'll just run down 
to the river for a swim. Then, after tea, in the barn, 
I've a far finer story than that — we'll have both." 

If Elwyn was a good narrator, David was a rare listener 
to tales of wonder. He asked no killjoy questions, as for 
instance : Were these matters of fact ? Did Elwyn 
believe them ? Nor was he, the narrator, required to 
prove that Perseus, Jason, Hercules, or Ulysses were 
somehow, however remotely, connected with Wales. 
David's thirsty fancy drank it all in, and asked only 
for more. It was as good as the tobacco he was for- 
bidden to smoke here, and cost not a farthing. That 
Master Elwyn's only fitting future place of action was 
the schoolmaster's desk or the pulpit was, to David, as 
obvious as that his own was the threshing-floor and the 
stable. Had not^he gone through exactly the same course 
of instruction at the same school, yet without bringing 
away the shadow of an impression of all these fine things ? 

Only after listening to Elwyn he seemed distinctly to 
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see that strange Roman temple whose remains underlie 
the ancient parish church of Llanffelix ; the gold mines 
higher up in the valley, worked by the Latin adventurers, 
and recently reopened after a fifteen hundred years* rest ; 
the noble lord and lady owners of the coins and medals, 
gold necklaces, and other buried treasures, brought to 
light hereabouts now and again by the lucky. More than 
once on a moonlight winter evening would David, taking 
his sheep along an old lost road, made before the days ot 
Christian men, and now a grassy mountain track, see and 
hear the phantom legion of soldiery that more than one 
late wanderer has told of, passing by with mysterious flash 
of helmets and clash or arms. A dreamer of dreams was 
David in his own way. 



II 



" Education," it is shrewdly said, " is about the only 
thing lying loose about the world of which a fellow can 
have as much as he is willing to haul away." And before 
Elwyn had quite done with the supplies pressed on him 
by the local authority, his past and present schoolmasters 
came to exhort Mrs. Rosser to let him stand for an open 
scholarship at an old-established college, on English 
public school lines, some fifteen miles up the valley. 
The proposal took her by surprise. 

" Gentlemen's sons go there," she objected straight- 
way, stoutly. " I won't have my Elwyn looked down 
upon — not by the highest in the land ! " 

" Well, and I don't think you will," Hopkin chuckled 
knowingly. 



THE WAY HE WENT 57 

" Oh, there are plenty of farmers' sons at Llanwastad 
College," rejoined the other man. " They do none the 
worse afterwards on the land for what they learn there. 
Of course^ Mrs. Rosser, it's for you to decide. But it 
would be no discredit to your son if he failed. Whereas, 
should he succeed — and we believe he has a chance and 
a good one — ^think, what an honour ! Then, should 
Providence have destined him for the pulpit, what an 
advantage such a preparation would be for him — for you 
both ! " 

^^ And what a feather in our professional caps ! " 
added the two professionals mentally. 

Not long afterwards they were wearing it, and Elwyn 
and his little step upward the gossip of the hour in 
Welsh doorways. 

" Mrs. Rosser will hold her head higher than ever," 
said her neighbours. 

It was because Mrs. Rosser went to church — ^not 
chapel — and English, chiefly, was spoken at Trearavon 
that the uppish pose was attributed to her handsome 
head. Poor, misjudged Mrs. Rosser ! Had her 
detractors but known what a sore struggle it cost her 
steadily to resist the seductions of the smart, popular, 
up-to-date Tabernacle of the Congregationalists ! But 
so long as the library of her late husband's late uncle, the 
Rev. Thomas Rosser, forty years Vicar of Chipping 
Hanbury, Worcestershire, dignified her parlour wall, she 
felt as if it would be playing it low on his memory 
to desert the older establishment. As to the other 
matter, it was her misfortune, not her fault, to have 
belonged, by birth and bringing up, to recreant Radnor, 
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that English-speaking shire ; and though her present 
acquaintance with the vernacular su£Sced amply for 
all workaday farm and household purposes, she had so 
much more to say that she could express better in the 
simpler, easier, English tongue. 

It must give a lift to her children at school, she 
reflected, in self-excuse, to come from an English-speaking 
home. 

For the rest, there was no more austere patriot, or 
more unswerving allegiance, in the parish of LlanfFelix ; 
and a proud and happy woman on this score, at this time, 
was Elwyn's mother. Not only had her son demon- 
strated the superiority of the national intellect by 
outstripping the English boys, but here were her two 
daughters, Gwladys and Gwen, of their own freewill, 
walking in the wise old Welsh ways. Other mothers* 
girls rushed blindly into school teaching and spectacles, 
or millinery establishments, regardless of the expense to 
their parents, shirked the care of the house, and had 
discovered that farm work was not fit for women. The 
Miss Rossers had a higher opinion of their sex, and could 
see in Trearavon at least as fair a field as any other for 
the display of feminine energy and intelligence. They 
might not aspire to run a model pony-farm, like Lady 
Eva Jones of Penlimmon, or even what David, 
ignorant of the Welsh for incubator, called a chicken- 
factory. But let not David or his fellow-hirelings 
conceive of these maidens as unaware of whether field- 
work of any description was being done as it should, or 
unable to render e£Scient aid on occasion. Thanks to 
their studious care of the newborn and the young, 
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tending of the sick, feeding of the sound, the rate of 
mortality among Trearavon calves, lambs, poultry, and 
live stock generally had been reduced to the lowest 
figure on record. They were running the form for their 
mother at present ; for Elwyn in the future — if he 
went that way. If not — well — ^things might happen. 
Many a promising land-holder in the bud — cousin 
Joseph Lloyd Jones Harris for one — had cast wistfully 
admiring glances at Mrs. Rosser's bright-haired, Dresden- 
china-faced daughters. But, though anything but 
over-squeamish in words or ways, there was that about 
these comely young women that deterred the most 
enamoured swains from approaching the Miss Rossers 
after the frankly ^miliar fashion approved by some other 
Maids of Arcady. 

Little was required of Elwyn at home during the 
three years given him to spend storing knowledge for his 
lifetime, as you store your coal-cellar for the winter. 
They had put him where he had to compete with the sons 
of gentry, starting at a considerable advantage. He was 
a favourite with these as with others ; while the masters, 
like trainers in a racing stable, had from the first singled 
him out as a likely colt, to be considerately handled with 
a view to his being entered for some important event. 
Notably one Macpherson, at that time the moving spirit, 
though not the nominal head of the institution, of whom 
college legends ran that as a classical scholar and 
instructor no man in the world could compare with him, 
but whose career had been checked by a moral scrape 
of his youth. His ambition, under the slur of it, had 
finally settled down to the lifelong position of an assistant 
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master, manufacturing brilliant products rather than 
shining as one himself. 

However satisfactory Elwyn's reports scholastic, it 
could yet not be said of him, at sixteen, that ^' he had 
never given his mother a moment's anxiety." 

That he was a born pickle, with an inventive genius 
for boyish pranks, was the least of it. More than once 
he had cut her to the heart by poking fun at some 
immemorial national usage, reckoned sacred and beyond 
criticism.. For example, the assuming, by local minor 
poets and singers, of pompous, fancy ^' bardic " names. 

" Why on earth," he once let out irreverently, " if 
their own names aren't good enough for them, must they 
go in for all that highfelutin ? * The Peacock of the 
Platform,' ' The Eagle of Snowdon,' * The Nightingale of 
the Universe,' * The Lion of Llangorse.' Just like the 
Red Indian chiefs in ' The Old Trail,' the book Dobson 
junior lent me, * Big Bear,' ' Bellowing Bison,' * Prairie 
Warbler.' " He checked at the sight of the maternal 
frown, then ended mischievously, "If I ever go in 
for a competition, what shall I be ? * The LlanflFelix 
Luminary,' *The Thunderer of Trearavon,''The Trothi 
Twitterer'f" 

" If your English friends at Llanwastad College," spoke 
Mrs. Rosser severely, "teach you to jeer at our old 
customs, I shall repent that I ever sent you there," 
silencing him for a moment. 

Another time he came home full of a big school 
fight, stopped — ^alack ! — by the masters before it had 
gone far, between a Welsh and an English boy, bosom 
friends up till that hour. Asked what it was about, 
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Elwyn had to bethink himself, then fell to laughing 
immoderately. 

"Almost nothing. Only Ben Evans said things 
about the English that would have made a Quaker 
show his fists ! '* 

** What things ? " Mrs. Rosser and the girls inquired. 

" Things that happened — if they ever did happen — 
a thousand — fourteen hundred years ago. Macpherson, 
who knows everything, says they never happened at 
all. The old story about the Saxon kings, Hengist and 
Horsa, you know." 

They didn't ; but they wanted to know. 

" The feast the kings gave to the British on Salisbury 
Plain, when every Saxon jumped up and slew his next 
neighbour. I don't know that any of the British chief- 
tains came from Wales — and there's a love story mixed 
up. It's in the chronicle, but the chronicler wasn't 
born at the time, Macpherson says ; and that most 
likely he was a sort of newspaper man, and set himself 
to make a good story out of something quite different. 
But what made Ben so furious was Jimmy Dobson 
saying that only a Welshman would make a grievance 
of a fourteen hundred years old old-wives' feble like 
that. He shouted back that it cast an eternal disgrace 
on every Englishman, dead, living, or yet to be bom. 
Then the fun — I mean the fight — began. A born fool 
is Ben, but he can hit out, and I was half afraid for 
Jimmy." 

" You do not mean to tell me," said Mrs. Rosser, 
firing up in a moment, " that my Elwyn sided against 
his own people ? " 
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Ah, I wasn't in it," said Elwyn sorrowfully. " But 
say I had been — mother, would you have me go savage 
about a bit of ancient history, or ancient fiction, as Old 
Foxy (that's Macpherson — we call him so because or 
the colour of his beard) says it is, like that?" 

" I think," said Mrs. Rosser definitively, " that Welsh 
schools should have Wekh professors only. It is through 
foreigners, like this master you are always quoting, that 
the spirit of levity and unbelief is being sown and spread 
among our young people. I never thought to hear my 
son talk mockingly or make a sport of things that should 
be holy to him, as to us all — our Land and our Lan- 
guage ; our Race and our Religion." 

Elwyn checked the protest on his lips against what he 
felt an undeserved reproach. Never again did he shock 
or distress his mother in like fashion. But he broke out 
to David now and then. 

" David, I tell you the world's a tremendous place. 
We, keeping sheep in this antediluvian old fold, know 
no more about it than of the moon." 

David was not in a position to deny that, but retorted 
that much of it, he believed, was not worth knowing, 
and a great deal more was better not known. 

Elwyn was not in a position to deny that. Then 
spake David conclusively : " Solomon was the wisest 
of men. He had seen it all, and said it was vanity." 

"Solomon was heir to a throne," retorted Elwyn, 
considering, " and took a top-of-the-tree view of things. 
I don't suppose his father, who began as a shepherd-boy, 
and wrote poetry — as it might be you, David — ever 
thought or felt like that for a moment." 
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III 

Only as a little boy was Elwyn a pretty boy. Nearly 
full-grown at seventeen, he was rather under the middle 
height ; square and light of build, fair-corn plexioned, with 
well-outlined, rather thin features. If not a handsome, it 
was a harmonious face : eyes, brow, nose, mouth and chin 
no more noticeable separately than so many letters which, 
joined together, may yet spell a word of no little signi- 
ficance. Here the word was "force" ; but that force which 
is born of the spirit. His movements were naturally 
alert, adroit, and rhythmical. Yes, his appearance told in 
his favour ; and in its remarkable combination of manli- 
ness and refinement, went straight to the heart of 
womankind. 

Katie Evans and Mary Hughes were fast friends from 
early childhood — friends of the sort that sticketh closer 
than a sister. Never apart, in school or playground, each 
with a fond arm round the other's shoulder, sharing tasks 
and toys, joys and sorrows, and, as they grew older, girls' 
dress-talk and dream-talk. 

To both — ^as to many other maidens in LlanfFelix — 
Elwyn Rosser was becoming an object of rising interest 
and solicitude, as he passed every week-end between 
Llanwastad College and his ancestral riverside home. 

" Poor boy ! " they sighed, " working so hard — and not 
strong either ! They shouldn't let him ! " 

Perhaps they shouldn't ; and then — oh, then — might 
the thoughts and affections of one so soft-natured have 
tended spontaneously in certain other directions ; as they 
should. 
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There came a black day when Mary, looking into 
Katie's eyes, saw that they were friendly to her no more. 

Yet what had Mary done ? Merely besought Elwyn 
Rosser so earnestly to help her with an examination 
subject, that he thought help was what she really 
wanted, and exerted himself to render it. Katie knew 
better. That a lad and a lass should hang over an 
exercise-book, keeping their minds steadily fixed on dead 
historical personages, was unthinkable. She spoke for the 
lass. 

Then began a silent strife in the dark between the 
girls which of them should be the one to wake Elwyn to 
it that he was living in a dream, that kisses were worth 
more than songs ; and a comely, up-to-date damsel than 
scandalous heathen goddesses, and Grecian ghosts, who, 
when living men and women, moved and had their being 
seemingly in an atmosphere of battle, murder, and sudden 
death. The twelve years' sisterly bond was snapped, the 
sworn vows of their joined hearts broken, each striving, 
as the other knew, to work that other's woe. 

The climax came on the day of the Llanwastad 
Sports. 

Elwyn's future career had by this time passed out of 
his hands, as of Mrs. Rosser's, to determine. Sent up at 
Macpherson's earnest instigation to compete for an open 
scholarship at a certain Oxford College, one where 
Honours men are sought — he had carried it off. That 
his appointed place in life lay among the teaching and 
preaching classes was now an accepted thing. At this 
moment he was recruiting pleasurably from the strain of 
overstudy that had preceded his victory. His laurels sat 
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on him lightly. No one had ever taxed him with 
conceit, nor could jealousy of his little winnings survive 
long in his company. Keen to excess on the contest 
while it lasted, once this was decided he would throw 
himself so heartily into the next thing, whatever it was — 
task or sport — as to sweep the losing side along with 
him, and put his invidious honours at a safe distance. 
Yesterday it was the scholarship. To-day the College 
Games. Yes, though Macpherson, forgetting himself in 
his professional glee, had said things that might excusably 
have turned his ex-pupil's head, and though the lord of 
the Manor had come personally to Trearavon to con- 
gratulate Mrs. Rosser on the mark made by her son, and 
though Katie Evans and Mary Hughes were smiling 
themselves into wrinkles upon him, for him the Llan- 
wastad College foot-races — although he, a frequent prize- 
winner as the fleetest short-distance runner, was not on 
this occasion to take part in them — were the vital interest 
of the day. 

He had come over from home with a troop of Llan- 
ffelix excursionists. For these, when the sports were 
ended, followed tea-drinking, speeches, hymn-singing, 
then a leisurely, loitering walk to the station. Mary — 
artful minx — ^had got hold of Mr. Rosser and was 
questioning him funnily about the ancient Olympic 
games. No sooner were they on the station platform 
than Katie missed her parasol, left, she thought, on the 
playground, and Elwyn was snatched to go back and help 
her to find it. And the minutes went by, and the 
last train to LlaniFelix came in, and the returning party 
took their seats, and, as they started, joked facetiously 

5 



66 TALES FROM WELSH HILLS 

about the belated pair ; all but Mary, her heart burning 
within her, a prey to envy, hatred, and malice, as though 
a wolf had fierce possession of her lamb-like soul. 

She and Katie, students in training for school-teaching, 
were fellow-lodgers at LlanfFelix at the time. Towards 
eleven o'clock Mary, sitting up and raging inwardly, 
heard Katie's knock, and went to admit her now mortal 
enemy. 

Alone together in their sleeping-room, something un- 
expected in Katie's aspect checked the withering taunts 
and reproaches, the terrific accusations on Mary's lips. 
Katie spoke not a word, though it was plainly with a 
struggle that she maintained composure. Mary, now 
wildly curious, passed a question, a bitter jibe, unheeded 
as though unheard, by her companion. Then wrath 
prevailed, and out came Mary with her invective. The 
parasol trick was a blind. Katie had hidden it ; thrown 
it into the river ; schemed to make Elwyn miss the train 
and walk back with her. It was mean, shameful, cruelly 
unfair. Never would she — Mary — have stooped to win 
a lover in such an underhand fashion — no, though her 
heart was broken now. Poor, hoodwinked boy ! But 
she would tell him — warn him what sort of a creature 
Katie was, and do her best to spoil her basely won 
triumph. 

Poor Katie, anything but triumphant to behold — as 
Mary, had she been in her senses, must have perceived — 
sat down, threw back her head and burst into a flood of 
tears — the tears of the hopeless. 

" Oh, Mary, hush ! " She spoke as one crestfallen in 
the extreme ; but there was a light and a look in her eye 
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that were new to her friend. She seemed to be seeing 
things Mary knew nothing of. " Sillies that we are, you 
and me ! " 

" What ! Did he refuse — didn't he say he — didn't he 
even kiss you ? " stammered Mary confusedly. 

" Mary, for shame ! Mary, Mary, dear^'* cried Katie, 
sobbing piteously. " The boy is not for you, nor for me 
neither." 

" For whom then ? " asked Mary literally, eager and 
inquisitive. 

Katie only shook her head, continuing : " How could 
we ever think so, or that he could care? How should 
he ? I don't know where he belongs, but he's as far, far 
above, as far away from us as man on earth can be. 
Why, the very thing in him that makes us love him so is 
why we can never, never get any nearer. I've been 
jealous of you, Mary, but the proof that I'm not so any 
longer is that you may go and court Elwyn Rosser how 
and when you please. You'll come back saying, ' Katie, 
you knew ; you told me truly.' " 

Katie spoke as never before, with strange emphasis, as 
one inspired. So impressed, so carried away, was Mary, 
that she fell then and there into her open arms. 
Confidences were interchanged, and half the night they 
two lay awake talking. 

Meanwhile Elwyn the mischief-maker, absolutely un- 
conscious of the heart-troubles of which he was the 
guiltless cause, was enjoying his supper at Trearavon, and 
entertaining his sisters with the liveliest account of how 
he and Miss Evans had got left behind, and what a 
glorious moonlight tramp they had had to an eight-miles- 
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distant station — done it in two hours by following the 
railway track — and there caught a market-train home. 
And how he had kept talking all the way, about every- 
thing that came into his head, just to keep her spirits up, 
as she seemed frightened of the dark and of getting run 
over, and how cleverly he had dodged the railway man, 
who would have taken them up for trespassing on the 
line. 

IV 

In every European country but Elwyn's the English 
are well known for a terribly serious-minded nation — 
puritanical, taking their very pleasures sadly. The im- 
possible strictness of their moral standard is a byword. 
Theirs is the land of prudish, dowdy women, dismally 
dull and blank Sundays, compulsory church-going, cen- 
sored amusements, even late suppers being ruled out for 
the public by the law. A land of such rigid respect- 
ability and conventional piety as to make virtue odious 
to the light-hearted foreigner. 

In Elwyn's native circle a contrary conviction pre- 
vailed. Frivolity, thy name is English wight ! There, 
across the border, was the Land of Play — or worse. A 
youth, placed by destiny and reared up in a home like 
Trearavon, if forced to cross Ofia's Dyke for educational 
or other purposes, had best hold apart, spiritually, from 
that gay, giddy people, who would scoff at his beliefs, 
and entice him out of his harmless, quiet habits of life. 
That England spells the world, the flesh, and the devil was 
a time-honoured doctrine none cared to call in question. 

Seated of an evening, knitting or darning by the 
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kitchen hearth, or on Sundays in the parlour sacred to 
the bookish memory of the Reverend Thomas Rosser, 
Elwyn's mother and sisters would be speculating 
anxiously on his probable doings or misdoings at the 
particular moment, Mrs. Rosser seeming simply to revel 
in the darkest, gloomiest apprehensions, founded on 
lamentable antecedent. 

"There was Jones, Brynmawr, whom we all thought 
so lucky to step straight, at seventeen, into his clerkship 
in that big London firm. Where is he now ? " 

Fallen among idlers and evil-doers, he had neglected 
his work till his employers lost patience, and Jones his 
place. Was found to have contracted drinking and 
gambling habits, and had been a millstone round his 
mother's neck ever since — he who should have been the 
mainstay, the pride of his family ! 

« But Rhydychen " (Welsh for Oxford) « won't be 
so big a place as London. There can't be so much 
wickedness there," ventured Gwladys hopefully. But 
Mrs. Rosser sorrowed on ; — 

" And Price of Pontsimon, poor lad ! The greatest 
musical genius, they said, the world has ever seen — 
whose parents pinched themselves to help him to a good 
start out there. He lies in the chapel cemetery ! " 

He had followed strange gods and goddesses, married 
a music-hall hussy who left him ; and, after picking up 
a living awhile in uncertain ways, had returned home, 
ruined in health and in prospects, to die prematurely. 

" Mother ! " protested the two young things in a 
breath, " why should you think so badly of Elwyn as 
that ? " 
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" Dear boy ! It's the company I fear for him," and 
she shook her head. ^^ Impatient already of the quiet, 
sober ways of his Welsh fellow-students. What was it 
he said of Jehoiada James ? He called him a dull dog ! " 

The girls tittered and exchanged a mischievous glance. 
What they thought is no matter. 

" But even those who stay here go wrong now and 
then," said Gwladys, naughtily. " There was Morgan 
of the Bank "... Mrs. Rosser silenced her with an 
awful look. 

That was a bad case ! But why drag it in ? More- 
over it was an undeniable fact that, for the black sheep 
who stayed at home, their misconduct was mostly less 
tragic in its ultimate results. Sometimes they reformed ; 
but even if they didn't, thanks to the freedom from 
temptations, the calming, restraining influences of their 
social medium, they seldom went under. 

" Dr. Elsworthy was an Englishman," persisted 
Gwladys, naming a recently deceased local resident, 
" yet I have heard you say yourself that they buried one 
of the best when they buried him. Then this college 
neighbour of Elwyn's, with whom he has made such 
particular friends — this Mr. Brownjohn — he describes as 
steadier and more hard-working than himself. Why, he 
might even be half Welsh, from the name, John," she 
concluded ingeniously. 

Elwyn's letters home were regular, and in a lively 
vein, but dealt chiefly with little matters of fact — of 
weight, naturally, to Mrs. Rosser — college dues, food, 
clothes, furniture, and a freshman's expenses generally. 
But already his intelligence was telling him that Oxford 
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and Oxford University — a mystery to those dear women 
— were one it would be past his power ever to make 
intelligible. They plied him with questions that showed 
it. It was bigger thjn Llanffelix, they supposed ! Was 
it as big as Swansea or as London ? In what respect 
was it superior to Bala, Lampeter, Bangor, and other 
founts of learning nearer home ? What was the sense 
of a place of tuition that only admitted you for six 
months of the year and ruthlessly expelled you for the 
other half ? where nothing seemed compulsory — least of 
all hard study — ^and where young men seemed invited 
to waste their time, and at a great cost ? The extra- 
ordinary elasticity of the arrangements scandalised Mrs. 
Rosser. And, though the little group of money-prizes 
won by Elwyn at and soon after his first going up 
enabled him to pay the best part of his way unassisted, 
the demands pecuniary, put forward as modest, and for 
inevitable extras, seemed to her immoderate and for wild 
luxuries or useless formalities. She complied with them, 
but under protest, as of necessity. Elwyn, as even she 
must own, had not been sent to Oxford to reform it or 
criticise, but to get the best he could out of it. 

He was putting the best he could into it, unsolicited. 

He had gone up at a time when, had its constitution 
not been founded on a rock of ages, it must have 
perished from being talked and written about. Critics 
from within and without were busy doctoring it to 
death — on paper ; some bewailing its downfall and 
abandonment of the ancient ways ; others depreciating 
it as the home of lost causes, or denouncing it as 
mediaeval, fossilised, obsolete, and finding its only chance 
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of continued existence in the increasing changes, the 
new pieces of cloth that were in due time to supersede 
the old garment. 

Young Elwyn, arriving without any definite antici- 
pations, unconcerned and irresponsible, had taken it as 
he found it — ^so wholly to his liking that its unfamiliarity 
brought with it no displeasing touch nor any sense of 
embarrassment. He dropped into his place there as 
neatly as a billiard ball into the pocket. 

The particular place was one belonging rather to the 
old, now dethroned order — classical, academic, and social. 
To him it was new, incalculably newer and more reveal- 
ing than the most revolutionary modern, democratic 
additions and devices. And something in him went out 
to meet the immortal spirit, hugged it, loved it, throve 
upon it. 

Like some choice plant, reared up successfully in a 
dour climate, then removed to a warmer soil and more 
genial atmosphere, and responding by unlooked for, 
undreamed of expansion — ^so it began to be with him 
now. 

From Trearavon to Llanwastad _had been out of a 
cage into the open ; still, with a string tied to his foot, 
pulling him back incessantly, denying him the use, even 
the sense, of his wings. 

But even then his mind had been full of wants and 
ideas that had nothing in common with those of his own 
household, and that he instinctively kept to himself. 
** They " did not know. " They " could not under- 
stand. They were so near, and yet between him and 
them a gap had sprung, that was now widening daily. 
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Already Llanwastad seemed remote — provincial — Lilli- 
putian in its outlook. Here he was in the thick of 
things, and invited to walk by himself in the way that 
he might choose. The gap was fast becoming an 
impassable gulf. 

Some dim inkling of estrangement now and then 
visited Mrs. Rosser, and when one day Macpherson, 
his ex-preceptor, a bigoted Oxonian, came over to 
Trearavon, hankering for some report of one whom he 
regarded, secretly, as the work of his hands, she hailed 
the opportunity of expressing her feelings on the subject. 

That Elwyn would never now be seen working on 
the parental farm had been a foregone conclusion when 
first the university marked him for her own. But what 
of the path of training, he was treading now, that was 
to lead him to the ministry ? Already the Oxford 
system — or want ot system — ^stood condemned in her 
heart as a dangerous and expensive imposture. What 
was the principle — the object of it ? 

"General culture, Mrs. Rosser," returned the tutor, 
as one smiling from a height, stooping to conquer ; 
" general culture on a sound classical basis." 

" How can it be sound," she objected, " when the 
languages are dead, and the nations they belonged to 
vanished from the face of the earth ? " 

"I don't say that the University is the place for 
every one," he conceded temperately, " but I have always 
regarded your son, with his imaginative and literary 
temperament, as one of those for whom Greek and 
Latin were specially designed by Providence. So apt 
a pupil I have rarely found," 
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^'But such studies should come second and not first, 
absorbing the time and mind of a youth who has his 
living to earn, and his appointed place to fill in the 
world of the present day," asserted the anxious mother. 

Macpherson spoke of the Greek temper, of the training 
of the mind, the high qualities their authors had power 
to instil into the student, the gain to his general 
intelligence, mature judgment, foresight, lucidity ot 
thought and expression — the importance of maintaining 
lofty standards and ideals, a crying need, he averred, so 
far from being an anomaly, in the present age. It was 
all as mere sounding brass in her ears. Classical know- 
ledge to her was just a matter of formal scholarship, 
whose actual uses, unless as an occasional aid to Biblical 
interpretation, were nil. 

"Can you not conceive, Mrs. Rosser, of the desire 
of learning without thought of material reward ? '* 
he asked. 

Could she not ! It was no uncommon thing there- 
abouts to find a studiously minded man burying himself 
alive in curious but barren lore — genealogical, botanical, 
archaeological — and even highly venerated on that 
account. But to supply a hobby or pastime suitable for 
old age and leisure was not the business of a teaching 
institution, said she, and to that she stuck. 

Once again he held forth on the larger aspects of 
education, the broadening of sympathies and interests, 
wider knowledge of humanity, the real culture thus 
acquired, leading to a better sense of perspective, of 
proportion, and the relative importance of things, thus 
fitting a man for personal independence and diversity of 
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pursuits, and for entering into the life and doings of 
other nations as well as of his own country ; the cosmo- 
politanism of experience, raising the standard of his 
duties and possibilities in life, whether public or private — 
uncomprehending that every word of his powerful 
pleading was telling in the contrary direction. 

(And Gwladys and Gwen, making golden marmalade 
in peace and concord in their kitchen sanctuary, 
wondered what on earth the wrangle, of which the 
echoes reached them, was about !) 

'* Serves rather to conduce to moral laxity, and a 
taste for idleness or roving and miscellaneous amuse- 
ments," she retorted, "and to make him impatient of 
home ties and put him out of conceit with the state of 
life to which he was called." 

" Even you, Mrs. Rosser, must be aware that for the 
proper exercise of the clerical profession some knowledge 
of Greek and Latin is requisite." 

"For Elwyn, a knowledge of Welsh is a first 
necessity. He has been tempted to neglect the study 
of his own language, with which he is very imperfectly 
acquainted." " Tempted by you " was implied, though 
unspoken. 

" Oh," said the Scotchman unconcernedly, " a lad 
who has shown such aptitude for the classic tongues, will, 
when he sets to it, soon make himself master of the 
jargon here." 

" Have you ? " she returned crushingly. For, after 
ten years at Llanwastad, Welsh was still to the scholar 
Macpherson as the language of the birds. 

Here the two girls — as if by chance — intervened. It 
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was impossible to go on quarrelling in their pretty 
presences. Instinctively Mrs. Rosser shifted her indict- 
ment to less debateable ground. 

" And the expense of it all! " 

" Ah, college life there is not conducive to economy," 
the ex-Oxonian admitted feelingly. " Is that the 
trouble ? Bills, eh ? " 

'* Not now — not yet — his first year ! " answered the 
mother, horrified. And did he, Macpherson, defend the 
length of the vacations ? 

Evading the issue, he expressed his desire to take 
Elwyn with a reading-party to a quiet nook he knew, 
for the Long ! The advantage to Master Elwyn, with 
examinations ahead, was not to be gainsaid. Finally, 
over the subject of Elwyn's photograph in cap and gown, 
they made peace in unanimous approval. 

'* A stubborn old lady. Must have been a handsome 
one in her time," mused Macpherson as he went from 
the door. " Clever woman, too, in her way, but keeps 
her eyes fixed on the surface ; sightless to the heart 
of things. Now did she expect that young son of hers 
to settle down for life as a member of the LlanfFelix 
Mutual Admiration Society, I wonder ? " added the 
profane, the unspeakable Scot. 

V 

Could the magic mirror of mediaeval romance, or the 
cinema of present reality have enabled Elwyn's family 
to look on at a day of his college life as a freshman 
nothing could have appeared more fully reassuring. 
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An earlier riser than most, more regular in his chapel 
attendances, zealous in application to his after-breakfast 
studies, quite as keen on afternoon athletics as his 
mother cared to see him — left to Elwyn to deplore that 
his somewhat slender physique, and still slenderer purse, 
debarred him from over indulgence in what she held 
to be the most mischievous of modern crazes. Long 
walks, long talks with his chum and stair-neighbour, one 
Brownjohn, who, if only he had been Welsh, would 
have been the very companion she would have chosen 
for him — quiet, studious, fairly well-oflF, socially better 
placed than Elwyn, but, like him, cut off awhile from 
his home people, now stationed in India — himself a 
" paying guest," as he put it, in the house of two maiden 
aunts at Richmond, where he spent the vacations. 

Lectures, of course, and a tutor, of whom he wrote 
disparagingly as " not a patch upon Old Foxy " — yet 
whose ripe age and knowledge had presumably some- 
thing to impart to the most uppish pupil. Pranks and 
frolics — the jokesome disposition had not gone out of 
him — but the authorities were lenient to such ; and the 
worst a fond mother could say or think of them was 
that they were utterly nonsensical. The picture should 
have lulled the anxiety rife in those three female hearts. 
Such was the harmless, happy, ideal life that, none the 
less, was parting him, past reunion, from the only souls 
on earth that loved him. 

Not the explorer, setting foot in an undiscovered 
country, not Israel, treading the Land of Promise, 
entered in with more zest and elation than Elwyn into, 
so to speak, the heritage of the ages. The larger, freer 
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life absorbed him. Books apart, fields of interests of all 
kinds were opening to his view — the social, sporting, 
artistic worlds of which hitherto he had had no glimpse. 
Great musicians and actors, political leaders, British and 
foreign, first-class men in all life's departments visited the 
place. He was invited to widen his mental horizon to 
the utmost limits of his powers of mental vision, which 
were keen and comprehensive. The sense of escape — 
the exultation of it rang through his letters home that 
second year. He could not keep it out. His mother 
trembled, warned, exhorted ; he bore with it all in silent 
impatience. It was well meant, it was good advice — only 
it was utterly irrelevant. 

From the first start, when Elwyn, the successful pro- 
duct of that brilliant failure, Macpherson, won admission 
to his College as its scholar, and Elwyn the pert under- 
graduate, on entering its ancient porch for the first time, 
and reading the notice paper on the wall, "A bonfire 
will be held to-night in the field by the river," instantly 
pencilled underneath, " How is this done ? '* to his com- 
panion Jehoiada James's utter dismay and apprehension 
of instant expulsion for them both, he found himself a 
persona grata with tutors and freshers alike, gathering 
the best fruits of his position as with simplicity and ease. 

Numbers of other Welsh youths, from obscure homes 
like Trearavon, were undergoing the same experience ; 
but, for the most part, seemed dissimilarly affected. To 
these proud, shy stranger students there was much in the 
new social medium that was frankly repellent, antipa- 
thetic, or at least dubious, to be viewed with suspicion, 
and that held them aloof; these same things being 
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accepted by Elwyn without shock or hesitation, nay, as 
natural wants of his, of which he had been deprived until 
now, but for whose satisfaction he had been waiting. 

Many of his countrymen failed to make friends outside 
their clan, fearful of ridicule, always on the look-out for 
real or fancied slights. Not a few such hankered sorely 
after a wider social expansion, but found themselves not 
at home in the modes of expression habitual among the 
more cultivated, hence ill at ease ; and preferred to hang 
together and criticise, nursing a sense of wrong ; some 
burying themselves in theological or other deep, dry 
study ; but more than would own it, perhaps, echoing in 
their secret hearts the bitter cry of one of their number, 
bemoaning the restricted opportunities of a Welshman : — 

" I sometimes wish the Welsh language had died before my 
mother had dropped its charm into my heart in hymn 
and verse ! Will there be a chance for a Welshman in 
the next worldy with no restrictions of language — worse 
than restrictions of sect ? " 

Elwyn loved his country — in Cordelia's way — according 
to his bond, nor more nor less. It was always "Hail fellow, 
well met ! " with him and his Welsh Oxford acquaint- 
ance. But he owned no previous intimates among them, 
and all his newly formed intimacies were beyond the pale. 
His social relations had been decided for him mainly by 
his own personality, and the little difficulties that beset 
some — the miseries of self-consciousness — for him did not 
exist. Men — the best sort of many sorts — the men he 
liked, sought his company for its own sake. Even scarcity 
of ready cash hampered him less than most. He was con- 
stitutionally careful and fastidious in the important matter 
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of attire ; and it was not wholly due to a way Rosser had 
of wearing his clothes that these, as his friends remarked, 
though not coming from the master tailor's shop, never 
drew attention to the fact or incited criticism. 

That the power of suiting yourself to circumstances 
as they arise makes for success in this world is a common- 
place. Or was it merely that chance here had favoured 
him ? For say that reverses had forced Mrs. Rosser 
to emigrate to Colorado or Dakota, as a ranchman he 
might have proved a failure. Or had Katie and Mary 
been bold, bad girls, of evil and designing knowledge, 
instead of just love-lorn little girl students, his life might 
have been mishapen, and its upward course checked at 
the outset. 
t " It is good for us to be here ! " So his soul kept 
( telling him night and day. To him it was an ideally 
happy life, and the place a ground of delights. He 
revelled in its natural and artistic beauties, welcomed 
the absence of bother about details, the supply of those 
amenities of life so congcfii jTEo^iris-^emperament. But 
above all he felt free — free to explore, observe, enthuse, 
abuse, exercise to the fiiU and continually the interplay 
of ideas with those starting on the same lines and like- 
minded — ^young, eager, and unafraid ; able to indulge to 
his heart's content that passion for varied knowledge 
that was rapidly and irretrievably alienating him from 
his next of kin. And whether the life he was leading 
was one calculated to enable him to earn a living as 
quickly as possible, he was much too much in love with 
that life just now to consider. 

In matters of religion he had always been reserved. 
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For him, it was a very intimate thing, and his mother 
had sufficient perception to know that his silence on this 
head did not imply indifference, let alone unbelief. 
Besides, thanks to his early acquired thorough familiarity 
with Holy Scripture (rarer now than in her young days), 
as also with the best works on divinity, he always came 
out well in these subjects, a solace to which she clung. 
Not the most sinister imagination, she must now own, 
could conceive of Elwyn as roistering with boon com- 
panions or consorting with Jezebels. Thus as time wore 
on, and the winter and the summer were the second 
year, she came to rest satisfied that he was using the 
dangerous freedom of opportunity allowed him for self- 
improvement and not for self-destruction. Another 
twelvemonth or so — a mere watch in the night at her 
time of life — and he would " have done with Oxford.*' 
With the end thus in sight she ceased to be troubled 
by baseless fears, while vaguer, dimmer presentiments 
were lulled or stifled. 

The accidental trove among his belongings during 
one of his visits home of a cabinet portrait of a young 
lady, indisputably pretty and very well dressed, caused a 
family flutter, in no wise allayed by his exclamation 
when interrogated : — 

" Gerty King's photo. Oh, how shockingly careless 
of me ! " 

" Gerty — King ! What — who is this ? '* Mrs. Rosser 
demanded, aghast, and the sisters agog with curiosity. 

" Oh, some people I know a little," Elwyn explained 
quickly. " Mrs. King is the widow of a half-pay officer, 
with one daughter at home. They have a house just 

6 
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outside Oxford. Brownjohn knows them ; they are 
very kind to undergraduates, and I — we — go there 
to tea sometimes." 

Mrs. Rosser was scanning the photo with ruthless 
eyes. A small, slightly-made personage, faintly aquiline 
in feature — dangerously feline-looking to her thinking. 

" And pray, do you call her * Gerty ' ? " 

" Everybody calls her Gerty," said Elwyn, shrugging 
his shoulders. " Not to her face, of course. Although," 
he let fall aloud as to himself, ^^ upon my honour I 
don't think she would mind it." 

His manner seemed to imply a certain indifference, 
and when Mrs. Rosser, after searching inspection of 
the photograph, exclaimed, ^^ Impudent little puss ! " 
he laughed outright, but said quickly, as though aware 
he had been unmannerly : 

"She's a very clever young lady, very amusing, a 
capital talker. She told me she collects the photos of 
her men friends, and asked for mine, then very kindly 
gave me her own. I should never have made so bold as 
to ask for it." 

Except for a short Christmas visit this third year, they 
scarcely saw him. The Easter vacation he spent, by 
special invitation, with Brownjohn and his aunts in 
London ; the Long, in studying for the Honour Schools 
with Old Mac I He must make a push for it if he meant 
to make a splash. It was given him to understand that 
cash was not forthcoming to keep him much longer where 
he was. But weighing his chances of coming through 
with such credit as might hasten his obtaining a good 
post and fixed income, Mrs. Rosser decided that they 
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were good. Thus she soothed her idle hours with fond 
imaginings ! Again and again she heard his voice in the 
reading-desk at LlaniFelix Church ; many a time she 
preached his first sermon for him. By and by they 
would have him settled ; if not close at hand, somewhere 
in the same pleasant shire. They would share his 
interests, social, professional, and domestic, and he theirs. 
Mere ambition, she knew, though she did not know 
why, would never be his ruling passion. He desired 
happiness and usefulness ; but his was the divine content 
of one who can find a mint of satisfaction in this despised 
world without losing himself in vain and impossible 
aspirations. 

What a winter, what a spring, would be theirs ! Really 
Gwladys must postpone her wedding with Joseph Lloyd 
Jones Harris till Elwyn was ordained and qualified to 
assist in the ceremony. 

So she mused, while adding to her garden produce, 
devising improvements in the dairy, and generally 
upholding the standard of efficiency in housekeeping 
and the farming industry. 



PART II 
Daughters of Heth 

I 

" Finals " were over. Elwyn sat alone in his rooms, 
his home of happiness this long time, abject, miserable, 
sunk into the depths by a load of black and dire 
dejection. 

It had sprung on him yesterday, out of nowhere, like 
one of the quick weather-metamorphoses of his native 
land that claim so many human lives annually — reversing 
the face of things, turning all previous brightness into 
a mocking show, and proclaiming itself, the destroyer, 
the abiding reality. 

His eyes were opened, and he knew he had been living 
in a dream these three glorious years, pursuing his 
explorer's path, every turn of which revealed new and 
delectable lands, but ending for him abruptly and, as it 
were, in a sheer precipice. 

The dupe of a huge educational mistake ! The true 

account now rendered of his scholarship was that it had 

unfitted him past redemption for the life that lay before 

him. Never could he again be understanded of his own 

people, never be at home in his real home again. Here 

84 
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he had made many friends, but with those among whom 
he had no ties. All were leaving, like himself, but it 
was to start their young lives — lives of action or of 
enjoyment according to their character and circum- 
stances — on approved lines, chosen or accepted by 
themselves and prepared for them by their relatives. He 
would lose sight of, lose touch with them all, one 
by one. 

While in his own case sacrifices had been made, 
prejudices waived, separation borne, all to the intent that 
he should take orders. " From plough to pulpit in two 
years," as the saying runs in his own country. Here 
now was he, the finished product, as disqualified for the 
one as for the other, and for reasons that would never 
seem reasons to those of his own household. Warning 
glimmerings of the coming crash had visited him already, 
but, in the stress of study, been thrust out of sight. 
Face to face now with the prospect he was overcome by 
its dreary nakedness. He was here in the world as one 
without home or ties or the least belongings. No way 
back, no way on, no way out ! Many a youth has 

gone and hanged himself for less. 

..... 

Brownjohn came capering boy-like into the room, 
waving a news-sheet. 

" I say ! The Jessamy Bride's won the Many down 
Cup ! " 

" No, has she ? " responded Elwyn, momentarily 
galvanised into life and interest. *' How did that 
happen ? And the fevourite? And Black Robin ? " 

" Black Robin lost ground at the start. Scramble- 
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Jack showed the way to Invasion, Ox-eye, Knuckle- 
duster, and Jessamy Bride, the first leading, and in this 
order they raced for a mile, when Knuckle-duster broke 
down. Six furlongs from home, Scramble-Jack was 
beaten, Ox-eye going on second. At the bushes Jessamy 
Bride dashed to the front just clear of Ox-eye. In the 
next hundred yards Invasion passed Ox-eye, but could 
not quite get on terms with JeSsamy Bride, who got the 
better by a fine finish. Won by a short head," the 
reader rattled off from his paper : " And she was without 
friends at 20 to i ! " Here Brownjohn, in whom the 
relief from the pressure of examinations had induced a fit 
of wild spirits, went waltzing round the room singing 
out : " And I've won Gerty King's sweepstakes — thirty 
shillings — if she can make her friends pay up. Well, 
are you ready now ? Come on ! It's time we were off 
to that garden-party. We'll have to scorch it as it is ; 
but I've got the car waiting at the gates. Fitzisaacs will 
trust me with it, he says, it being heavily insured." He 
stopped short, now first noting his friend's strangely 
listless attitude and bearing. " Hullo ! " he said, " what's 
up ? Something the matter ? " 

Elwyn laughed nervously. "To say the truth, I'd 
clean forgotten that you were taking me out." He 
would have given ten pounds, had he got them, to stop 
where he was ; but the alternative — to unburden his mind 
to his comrade — was out of the question just at that 
moment. 

So out and away now from town and gown far into 
the next county. The darting motion was as good as an 
anaesthetic for annulling thought and feeling, while con- 
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ducing to agreeable physical ease and content. How 
swiftly, gracefully that curve was rushed ! though all but 
at the cost of suicide or murder or both, through a barely 
averted collision with a pony-cart. 

" They were on the wrong side," said Elywn's com- 
panion triumphantly, who, while opposed to capital 
punishment, held it to be the legitimate and just due 
for this particular oflFence. 

The shave had been a narrow one. Thanks mainly 
to old Dobbin's prompt and independent action nothing 
happened. Somehow that moment had brought home 
to Elwyn that, after all, he would rather be in this trouble- 
some world than out of it. 

" Where are we off to, and what for ? '* he asked 
presently. " These exams, have left my brain a blank — 
a clean slate." 

"The Vicarage, Yewdene, Berks — garden-party," 
his amateur chauiFeur reminded him. "Sort of bridal 
house-warming or reception, by the Honourable and 
Reverend Archibald Praed, thirty years vicar of the 
parish/' 

" Thirty years vicar — ^and a bridegroom to-day ? 
Silver wedding, I suppose ? " 

"Not a bit of it. His first wife has been dead for 
some years. The new one is about of an age with his 
youngest daughter. I believe the bride's mother schemed 
to bring about the match, and he was always as wax in 
the hands of the ladies. He's a fine old boy, and a good 
old boy. Ought to have been a bishop. Has high 
connections in Church and State. Might be of use to 
you when you are ordained." 
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** I shall never be ordained," said Elwyn loudly. 
« Never ! " 

" Oho ! " His friend eyed him w^onderingly for a 
moment ; then, after a pause put the question delicately: 
" Doubting Castle ? the Thirty-nine, is it ? " 

Elwyn told him No, As a feet, the dogmatic troubles 
to which so many fall an easy prey had no tight grip on 
him, an imaginative thinker. ^' But it is a vocation no 
man is justified in committing himself to with the dis- 
inclination I perceive in myself towards it — implying 
unfitness, to say the least," he explained. 

" What, then, would you prefer ? " inquired his friend 
cautiously by and by. 

"The Army," returned Elwyn promptly. " Not to 
be thought of, that, of course. Teaching ? But I want 
to learn. Life is too short, even for that." 

He was seeing blue again, as they neared Yewdene, 
slowed down, and snaked up the drive to the pleasant- 
looking, gardened Vicarage, so peculiarly Anglican in its 
happy blend of sedate, other-worldly seclusion, with 
genial social kindliness and domestic ease. The Hon. 
and Rev. Archibald, a fine and courteous old-school 
specimen, was a picture, just the right one to fill the 
frame. But both he and the bride — an auburn-haired, 
well-fevoured, though rather wooden-faced girl — behaved 
to-day like nervous debutants, hiding secret flurry under 
an exaggerated ease and artificial volubility of manner 
that became neither him nor her. Moreover, the showy 
display of wedding-presents sensibly marred the dignity 
of the simple home. So felt Elwyn, as he stood apart, a 
stranger in the crowd taking notes. 
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Yes, the tallest, the most striking-looking man in the 
room was unquestionably the master of the house. The 
next conspicuous was a military-looking fellow, with 
command in his stature at all events, thought Elwyn, 
faintly envious. 

The man of war was looking down on and discoursing 
to some one upon whom Elwyn's glance, once drawn, 
dwelt ; held, fixed, as by some treasure-trove of a jewel, 
spied of a sudden lying there in your path. 

She might or might not be beautiful, but, if not — well, 
then beauty was a thing of naught and a fraud. The 
effect on him of the sight of her was as that of a fine 
piece of music that takes hold of you before you have 
time to think, or perceive separately a single one of the 
innumerable touches that go to make up the incomparable 
whole. As here, the slender grace of figure, the fine 
skin and pure tones of her complexion, soft, rather dark, 
and abundant hair shading a perfect forehead. There 
was natural distinction in her every movement — nothing 
forced nor feverish in the life that her whole person 
seemed to radiate. Beside her the bride, who had come 
up to ask her something, appeared suddenly to him as 
inanimate and unintelligent-looking as a rather clumsily 
made doll, ^ 

The delighted Elwyn, regarding her admiringly, 
entirely lost the forlorn sense of a stranger guest set down 
in a room full of people, among whom he had descried 
but a single familiar face — that of the Oxford girl, Gerty 
King, who just at this point came to accost him and carry 
him off to play some nice, foolish garden game, saying 
she wanted him for her partner. 
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She was a maiden he was persuaded he disliked, not- 
withstanding that he found her good company. Her 
rather shrewish style of prettiness did not appeal to him, 
and her dauntless manners and outspokeness jarred on his 
taste ; which was ungrateful on his part, since she not 
only liked but thoroughly appreciated him. An expert 
little schemer, who could get round most men and all 
women. Sharp as a needle, cool as a cucumber, and hard 
as nails. ^ 

Having played and won their round, the two joined the 
tea-drinking groups on the lawn. There was the tall 
officer, still with the lady who had arrested Elwyn's 
attention, handing her her cup with a privileged 
expression, as well he might, thought Elwyn, now 
watching her with an air that Gerty, who never 
stopped talking for a moment, marked instantly, as 
of one besotted. 

" Mr. Rosser, Mr. Rosser ! I did not know you could 
be so rude.'* 

'' Rude ! I ? " cried the shocked Elwyn, recalled of a 
sudden from the clouds. 

* 

"Pretending to attend to me, while taken up with 
watching Captain Soanes and Aline, there/' 

" Aline, Aline ! Who is Aline ? " Elwyn flushed as 
he spoke, innocently. 

" You don't know ? " She saw he did not. " Why, 
the daughter of the house, to be sure, and its mistress 
since she was sixteen." 

Elwyn was listening now, acutely, as Gerty went on. 

"Rather hard lines for her to have to stand aside 
to make room for a young stepmother " — lowering her 
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voice — " who isn't fit to mend her clothes for her. You 
have taste, Mr, Rosser. But none of us have a chance 
where Aline comes in. Look at poor Captain Soanes, 
over head and ears, and she doesn't care for him, not 
a snap, and he knows it. Shall I introduce you ? Aline, 
dear, do let me present to you your distinguished guest, 
as no one else appears to have done so. Mr. Elwyn 
Rosser, winner of the Flat Mile race." 

The girl held out her hand smilingly as Elwyn named 
the friend who was responsible for his presence on the 
lawn. 

^^ It was as the holder of the Gamaliel scholarship 
that Mr. Brownjohn spoke to us of Mr. Rosser,*' she 
said ; and thus playfully, as in some sort a double honours 
man already, Elwyn was next presented to Captain 
Soanes. 

** Man of Thought and man of Action, too," quoth the 
Captain facetiously. 

" Oh, no, no ! Only a poor Welsh scholar, at 
your service," returned Elwyn gaily. "In old times 
I should have been a servitor and blacked the other 
fellows' boots. And I'll engage," he continued, 
with a thoughtful, critical look down at his own shoe- 
leather, " I'd have done that better than my scout or 
his boy." 

" Man of many parts, evidently," said the Captain, with 
supercilious amusement. "Universal genius, shall we 
say?" 

" Not so bad as that," responded Elwyn, catching his 
tone of mock gravity ; " for I must specialise." 

" What is it to be ? Law ? Medicine ? " 
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" Divinity, it should be," Elwyn answered quickly. 
" But the lists won't be out yet ; and if they put me at 
the bottom I may yet have to turn my hand to shoe- 
blacking or some other useful industry." 

There the conversation ended, Gerty intervening 
to spirit the Captain away in his turn, to play the 
return game, and he went, testifying his approval of 
Elwyn's readiness and good-humour by a half-jesting 
courteously-worded desire for the better acquaintance 
of so notable a character, and willingness to see him 
to dine at the officers' mess at Brackenbury, his present 
quarters. 

The elation that had momentarily loosened Elwyn's 
tongue now forsook him completely. Left standing there 
alone — ^aloof as a ghost with one whom they called Aline ! 
One he might never see again, and one whom merely 
to stay regarding, as he was now, seemed to him the 
highest happiness he was capable of receiving. A very 
few sentences were interchanged, in themselves of 
no import ; but the voice, the words, the sense, instead 
of breaking, as they might, only perfected the spell. 

" Was he leaving Oxford," she asked presently, " now 
his course there was finished ? " 

" Not yet ; not immediately." Ah, he thanked 
heaven for that. Chance that had brought him 
hither, might bless him once more. All else had of 
a sudden become relatively unimportant. And now 
there was Brownjohn taking leave of the host and 
hostess, and beckoning to him, and the garden-party, 
so reluctantly attended, was ending, and all in life 
that for him was worth living might be ending too ! 
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It was a changed Elwyn that Brownjohn drove back 
to Oxford, companionable and self-possessed again out- 
wardly, inwardly exultant, and uplifted above the world 
of common things. Before him floated the delighting 
image of something — of one — his imagination must for 
long have been unconsciously seeking. For, though 
never beheld in fancy or in human shape till this after- 
noon, he felt that, in,her slightest service, he could readily 
have thrown himself under the wheels of that car ! 



II 



" Dear Mr. Rosser, — Mother is asking a lot of 
dull people to tea on Saturday. I am beseeching the few 
superior yet unselfish souls that I know to come and 
help me to bear it. Aline — you know who I mean — 
is spending the week-end with friends in Oxford, and 
has promised. Will you be as noble ? If unsupported 
I shall succumb ; and you, believe me, will lose a friend. 

" Yours, for the present, 

"Gerty King." 

I 

" Stupendous luck ! " thought Elwyn as he read, and 
kept re-exclaiming to himself when on the appointed 
afternoon he bent his willing steps towards the Kings' 
little villa, surnamed " The Dolls' House " by Gerty, on 
the edge of one of the town's newer garden suburbs. 
" What have I done to deserve this ? " he asked himself 
naively, stone-blind to it that Gerty was pulling the wires 
that controlled his movements, among others. , 
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A feirly frequent visitor at that house, he was no 
stranger to Mrs. King's set, so cruelly disparaged by 
Gerty. She, however, was not going to let him be 
button-holed by one of these. She had laid hold of him 
at once, rattling on in a way she had, while carrying out 
her most deeply laid purposes, of seeming to speak and to 
act entirely on the spur of the moment. 

** So nice of you, Mr. Rosser, to like to come ! " Thus 
she greeted him gushingly. ''I was feeling surly — 
suicidal, I vow. Aline turned up just in time to save 
my life. And now that you are here I feel a little less 
inhospitable, and shall presently begin to think all these 
old fossils and parrots entertaining creatures after all. 
Don't you want to go and talk to her, my preserver 
— to Aline ? " airily. " So you shall presently." 

Elwyn hardly knew if he wanted to. The mere pre- 
sence of this being, whom he felt, mysteriously, to be 
built spiritually and externally on what, to him, were 
perfect lines, filled him with absolute content, Gerty 
ran on, changing her voice — she had a trick of mak- 
ing all she said, without lowering it, audible to one 
alone. 

" Men are fook ! Don't you think so, Mr. Rosser ? 
That old father of hers, letting Mrs. Markham catch him 
for Conny, the eldest of her three dowerless daughters, 
walking into the snare spread in his very sight." 

Elwyn's chivalrous instincts revolted and protested. 
" Mrs. Praed seemed a pleasant-faced young lady," he 
remarked. 

"Oh, she may pass — in a common way — ^and looks 
the parson's wife all over, I grant you. But, to think 
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of choosing her to sit opposite him at table for the 
remainder of his days ; displacing that — that adorable 
daughter ! " 

Elwyn had a motion of surprise ; glanced sharply 
at her, and saw that she spoke from her heart. 

** She's too good for such a parent. No, no, I didn't 
mean that. The Vicar is an old darling whom we 
all love — but for such a stepmother. Conny is as 
Audrey to her Rosalind. However," she chattered on, 
^^ Aline isn't tied down to that hearth, as it happens. 
She has money of her own now she's of age — inherited 
from her mother. Three or four hundred a year, I 
believe. Fd not stay to have my home, my garden, my 
household all spoilt and made up-to-date — ^that is, gaudy 
and vulgar — hot and strong. Their tastes are as diflFerent 
as their selves." 

Here the tall form of Captain Soanes, just announced, 
appeared, threading his way towards them. 

" Now you go and speak to Aline," Gerty concluded, 
in her off-hand way. '* She's there by the window. I 
wish you'd open it for me. Ask her if she doesn't mind. 
Captain Soanes will take care of me." 

A summary order, but one which she to whose side he 
was dispatched made it easy for him to obey. And 
forthwith Elwyn had entered a region of bliss pure and 
simple. For to the lover where, from the very first, the 
quest — the very dream — of requital is ruled out as 
inconceivable, sufficient unto the flying instant is the 
delight thereof. 

They talked of Oxford, which she seemed to know 
well, and love as fondly as he did. It was at Elwyn's 
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college, he now learnt, that her &ther, the Yewdene 
Vicar, in days that are no more, had run his not undis- 
tinguished course. Matter-of-fact, mere company talk 
on the face of it, thus far, only with now and again for 
Elwyn a thrill of exquisite surprise at meeting here, 
in the Unknown, with what he knew best of all — or its 
counterpart — the counterpart of his inward spiritual self ; 
his fervent eyes meanwhile acquainting themselves and 
memorising the features of her uncommon grace and 
beauty. 

In the prime ot young girlhood was Aline ; her 
refined cast of face and figure had not, as with too 
many, its soiu'ce in delicate or impaired health. No 
sounder blood can run in woman's veins than that which 
coloured her cheek. Her onyx-brown, well-grown hair 
set oflF the white and well-formed brow. The eyes did 
not reveal themselves fully, and left you wondering what 
yet might be there for them to tell you. Yes, good was 
the mould ; yet the beautifying power lay in the being 
that animated it. A vivid, vital beauty with power to 
redeem, to transform the outside shape by its compelling 
working. No glamour, nothing fantastic, fairylike, 
witchlike or even angelic, but deliciously human. Could 
the world, for him, ever hold anything^ better f 

Gerty King came slithering through the crowd like 
a lizard towards them, in seeming dismay, to give one 
of her masterly asides. '^ Mother has asked all the 
stupid people in Oxford ; and they^ve all come ! Our 
jerry-built room will burst. Professor Palaver has just 
thrust his arm through the middle wall of partition into 
the dining-room ! Do, pray. Aline — you and Mr. 
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Rosser — lead the way into the garden. Ours is not 
much more than a horticultural expression, I know ; but 
it will relieve the pressure and avert a catastrophe. The 
sheep will follow you," 

From the open window by which they were standing, 
a little spiral iron stair led down to a brick-walled 
enclosure. Obeying the order, they saw a stream of 
people follow in their wake till the little turfed oblong 
centre and strips of gravel walk began to be as crowded 
as the room they had left. 

They two stood aside. Close by was a door in the 
wall, ajar, opening into the lane beyond. 

" Emergency Exit," Elwyn suggested jokingly. 

"Room for an overflow meeting outside," she 
responded, likewise. 

" Let us see." 

Just for fun they slipped through into the open : a 
stretch of lane — grass-grown, neglected, ragged-hedged, 
uninviting-looking and leading nowhere; land "ripen- 
ing " for building purposes. But the fresher air, ampler 
space, and hush of tongues gave to their mild truancy the 
flavour of an escapade, as by tacit consent they put 
more and more of that lane between them and the 
"Dolls* House." "Oh that it were longer still!" 
thought Elwyn in his soul. He did not know it, 
but his heart was beating as after the Mile Race, 
though he preserved his even tone and natural ease ot 
manner. 

She asked if he was returning to Wales before a 
certain important local musical event — the Choral 
Festival at St. Primus's Church — z week or two hence. 

7 
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"I do not know," he told her. "It all depends 
upon the Working Man." 

"How can that be?" 

"Dr. Golightly is prevented by laryngitis from de- 
livering his lecture on Social Reform at the Working 
Men's Innovation Institute at Yokelham next Friday. 
They have asked me to take his place on this occa- 
sion, and, should they approve of me, on the Friday 
following." 

** You are going to lecture on Social Reform ? " 

" Oh, no ! What should I, a beginner in human 
society, know about it — high or low — that I should 
presume, should pretend to teach ? " exclaimed Elwyn. 
" They let me choose my own subject." 

" And you chose ? " 

" Aristotle." 

"Aristotle?" 

"Well, you see I ought to know something about 
him — perhaps a little more than they. While as to the 
other subject, I suspect I have more to learn from them 
than they from me." 

Aline looked up at him, as in sympathetic welcome 
to an unexpected admission. "But Aristotle. How 
will they like that?" 

"That will depend upon me. It will be my fault 
if they do not find him amusing, and — and that 
perhaps he knew as much about Social Reform as I 
do or they." 

Lecture — Aristotle — ^Working Man — Social Reform 
— hitherto matters of weight, pressing realities inciting 
to serious consideration, had become airy nothings to 
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him, or mere words and phrases of no active interest. 
Yet it seemed the most natural thing in the world — 
no wonder at all — that this girl on whom he had chanced 
should suddenly stand revealed to him as the supreme 
fact of his existence. Of course it was only her innate 
good manners and tact that explained the semblance 
of interest she showed in his proceedings. But every 
turn up and down that lane — ^and they took several — 
was a turn of the screw that held him, as her personality, 
slowly, subtly declared itself, in look, voice, speech, 
and the most unconsidered, trifling touches of self- 
expression. 

"Suppose the Emergency Exit is closed. Shall we 
have to go round to the front door, ring, and be re- 
admitted . and reannounced ? " they laughingly asked 
each other when recalled to the " Dolls* House " by a 
sense of social duty. " How foolish we should look ! " 
they mentally added. But the door was as they had 
left it ; they re-entered the garden and went in 
to tea. 

None had missed them, nor — unless it were that 
sly puss Gerty — had a suspicion of the tete-ii-tete that, 
perhaps, determined Elwyn's future path for him. 

They now got parted in the crowd, and he saw 
her no more, not even to take leave. 

Back in his r-ooms, he must acknowledge to himself 
that something had happened — was happening to, and 
had not yet done with him. What was this rising 
force, overruling all other considerations ? 

" Well, well," he reasoned convincingly, '* since 
nothing whatever can ever possibly come of it, I need 
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not disturb myself or look ahead, or resist, or run 
away from this, whatever it means." And he tried 
to pass it off with feint levity and a quotation : 

''Though dog-rose and anemone are fair in their degree, 
The rose that blooms on garden-walls is still the rose 
for me!" 

Then having soothed himself thus he sat down and 
wrote notes for his lecture, his brain working with 
surprising facility and ease. 



Ill 

** Well done, Mr. Rosser ! Upon my word there 
seems to be no end to your accomplishments. How 
many more may you have got up your sleeve, pray ? " 

"I don't know, I haven't looked!" So Elwyn 
sportively replied to Gerty King's flattering comment 
after his first lecture. This had certainly **gone 
down" at the Village Institute with the mixed audi- 
ence, compelling a pleasant attention while it lasted, 
and sending everybody away with an agreeable sense 
of something in a mental pocket that had been empty 
beforehand. 

"I can't speak for the Working Men," continued 
Gerty, who had pressed to the front to compliment him. 
** But since a good half of those present seemed to be 
ladies of leisure and independent means like my humble 
self, I suppose we do count. I wouldn't have believed 
Aristotle could have been made so amusing. But was 
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he really as up-to-date as that ? Is it true, all you told 
us ? And the quotations, were they genuine ? You 
didn't fake them, or play free with the words, just to 
make us laugh or wonder ? Say ! " 

"Honour bright, .no. Jowett's translation. My 
solemn word for that.'* 

**Well, you kept us all on the tip-toe of pleasant 
expectation for an hour and a half. And I came pre- 
pared to be bored, oh, awfully ! '* 

** Why then did you attend ? " asked Elwyn naturally. 

'* Oh, because of Aline," Gerty, whose prattle so far 
had been quite spontaneous, let slip unthinkingly. 
^^ She's staying with us. She wanted so to come and 
hear you. It was on her account. I sacrificed myself, 
as I thought." 

Elwyn now first caught sight of Aline among a knot 
of lady folk at the farther end of the room. No 
previous inkling of her presence there had he had. 
Gerty's words thrilled him with an inward shock. The 
dart had penetrated his soul. The serpent had entered 
his paradise. 

The bare possibility that he could count for anything 
in that quarter had hitherto seemed absolutely inadmis- 
sible. The bare idea that she should distinguish him or 
take interest in his doings was too absurd to contemplate 
or even indulge in wistfully as a dream. Was Gerty 
laughing at him now ? 

At this point he was forcibly taken possession of by 
some Ruskin students, and saw no more on that occasion 
of his lady friends. 

Henceforward it seemed to him that there were two 
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Elwyns. The one the young Oxonian of distinction, 
finishing his course with good report, in more lines 
than one. He had been pressed to repeat his first 
lecture at another village hall or club, and was to 
deliver a second shortly at Brackenbury, with free choice 
of theme. 

The other self was an insensate lover, cherishing 
desires, dreams, — hopes, even, at the bottom of his 
heart — while convinced that they were born only to be 
destroyed. It was rapture, then torture, when the 
sense came uppermost that it led to nothing, but must 
end — ^and that soon. 

Aline stayed on at the villa, and they met feirly 
often. 

"She has never honoured us for so long before,*' 
Gerty was careful to inform him in a casual-seeming 
way. "Ah, her own home was a better place when 
she was in it. / couldn't stay there, I know, and 
look on and see Conny undo all my work, remodel 
my garden, refurnish my house, and mismanage my 
servants." 

Another besides Elwyn hovered round the "Dolls* 
House" at that time — ^namely. Captain Soanes, Too 
politic to risk a refusal by importunity in his suit, his 
courtship of Aline though open was undeclared ; his 
best chance of success lying, as his masculine intellect 
told him, in protracting it — unwitting that Gerty was 
ending it for him in her own way. 

Letters from home Elwyn would read and then put 
aside for future attention. "For this can never last,** 
he reminded himself daily. "I must go back, I will. 
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so soon as I have done with these lectures." The next 
and last, on the Odyssey, he had found as good as ready 
composed in his head. It so delighted the audience that 
its renown spread to the University and caused the 
anti-Greek party a passing annoyance. 

But this over, he faced the facts of the situation in a 
dry light and without blinking. 

It was as Elwyn the first that he went to pay his 
ferewell call at the " Dolls* House." He had yesterday 
written to his mother, announcing his return to Tre- 
aravon next week. That absolved him from the 
immediate necessity of saying more. On that step 
he felt there was no going back. 

Mrs. King was laid up with a cold. Aline was not 
there. Gerty, presiding, contrived to detain Elwyn 
after her other visitors had all left. 

Then she stood up and let fall in a level tone, un- 
concernedly, " Aline, who is still with us, is attending 
the rehearsal for the choral performance at St. Primus's 
Church. It should be nearly over now. I promised to 
go there and meet her. You might come with me so 
for." 

Elwyn submitted silently, willingly. He was not 
fond of Gerty, but to shake her ofF at this moment 
would be. to break the last link with his idol. 

She chose a circuitous, quiet way through the open 
park surround, where so few were passing that they two 
were as good as alone, as unobserved and unobservable 
as in her own garden. 

In reply to a curt question, Elwyn curtly repeated the 
date of his pending departure to his own country. 
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"And when shall we see you here again, Mr. 
Rosser ? " 

" I do not know that you ever will." 

" So you are going home — and for good ? " 

*' Leaving here — yes — and for good." 

« And Aline ? " 

" Aline ? " he echoed mechanically. Then, after a 
pause, " What do you mean ? " 

Gerty did not answer at once. Already the church 
was in sight. She seated herself on a park bench for a 
few moments, just to prolong the walk and the con- 
versation. When she spoke it was gravely, firmly. 
Her usual tone of badinage had changed to one of 
straightforward insistence. 

"Please understand I ask this on my own account. 
I am not in Aline's confidence. We are friends but 
not intimates. She has none. She is one who has 
learnt not to lean on others. But what I ask in my 
own behalf, as her friend, you need not refuse to tell 
me. Saying goodbye to Oxford means more for you 
than ... for your friend, Mr. Brownjohn, for instance ? 
In a word, do you mean to tell me you don't want to 
see her again ... to see a little more of her before 
that happens ? " 

There was a mocking ring in her tone now. Elwyn 
looked at her imploringly. Oh that she would stop — 
would spare him ! Inexorable was Gerty. 

"Is it a matter of indiflFerence to you whether you 
meet again or not ? " 

Elwyn, overridden by her persistence, hid his face in 
his hands for a moment, worsted, defenceless, silent. 
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"Now Mr. Rosser/' began Grerty, seizing her 
advantage, " I have nothing much to lose in making 
you dislike me a little more than you do already ; and 
speak I must. Of course you admire and adore Aline, 
as do I and every one else who is worth counting. Of 
course you will remember her. But will that be as an 
adoring friend or brother remembers ? " 

Elwyn stood confessed ; his involuntary negative 
gesture did not escape his deadly cross-questioner. " If 
that is so and I am mistaken," Gerty went on, "try 
to think and let it be as though I had never spoken. 
But if, as I believe, she is all, and more than all the 
world to you, why will you not tell her so ? ** 

"Don't torment me," cried Elwyn helplessly. 
" Why ? It stares you in the face. The difference 
in our place in the world, our positions, forbids me to 
dream of it. I a poor Welsh student — with all the 
ladder to climb, nothing to offer ! Do you not see the 
thing is monstrous, unthinkable ? " 

" I respect your view, Mr. Rosser, and against all that 
you urge I have only one thing to say : I am certain 
you have it in your power to make Aline very happy, 
as no one else could do. Must those hindrances you 
have just named prevail ? You won't take my word 
that it is so ? But she can't come and tell you herself 
what you are to her. Would you like her better if 
she did that sort of thing ? Oh, it is hard that, because 
a girl happens to have a little of her own, when for once 
* the time and the place and ' — you know the rest — 
chance together, there must be a deadlock ! " 

They were nearing St. Primus's Church, whence came 
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to them the peals of the organ, and broken snatches of 
the strains of the choir, rehearsing Brahms's " Song of 
Destiny.** 

"Ye dwell on high in the light, 
Soft-tieading, wandering, 
Spirits celestial, 
Radiant, divine. 
Gentle airs stir around 
As the lute-strings are touched by 
The hand of the minstrel." 

To which solemn music Gerty finished her say. 

" Yours will be the blame if she misses that chance — 
the chance of a lifetime." 

Thus spake Gerty the prophetess. 

Into the porch and through into the body of the 
church the magnetised man followed her lead, dazed and 
Altering in will as they stood waiting for the end, and 
the choir sang on : 

"Free from Fate 
As a slumbering infant 
Breathe they — the host of heaven. 
Ever pure-kept, enfolded, unfading 
Bloom shall rest on their souls, 
And the eyes of the blessed 
Look upon tranquil 
Life everlasting.'* 

There the music stopped, the practice ending abruptly, 
and the singers dispersing. Gerty ran off, saying 
hurriedly, " I must just catch and say a word to Jerry — 
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to Geraldine Skipwither. Wait for me, please, Mr. 
Rosser." 

Presently Aline, whom he saw talking to the organist 
in the chancel, came walking down the aisle, and was 
confronted with Elwyn standing there solitary, as it were 
at a loss. 

Her involuntary start, the sudden light in her counte* 
nance, bore a message to the eyes unsealed by Gerty. 

Their hands met. The organ-player had started a 
little recital on his own account. They two lingered, 
talking mirthfully to solemn music in the aisle, and wait- 
ing for Gerty. When it ceased they passed out into the 
porch, talking more seriously, waiting for Gerty. The 
caretaker coming to lock up, they waited in the church- 
yard, then in the silent, lonely park gardens beyond. 
No Gerty ! Dusk fell, and later on two shadows 
wended their way slowly, by outlying pathways, back to 
the " Dolls' House " gates, where they were met by the 
sound of Gerty's voice giving orders on the doorstep to 
the gardener. Aline went in alone. 

^^ I felt sure you must have given me up long ago 
and gone home," said Gerty, so unafiFectedly that Aline 
believed her. 

Elwyn walked back to his rooms scarcely able to bear 
the weight of his sudden happiness, afraid to believe in 
the gift that had fallen on him straight from heaven ; 
that " love of one " to which the " love of many *' is so 
small a thing. 

Love, the perfect love that casteth out fear — fear 
of anything and everything the future may have in 
store. 
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How, by what miracle, words had come to him to ex- 
press his own was utterly forgotten, swallowed up in, 
eclipsed by, the greater after-wonder, the revelation 
of hers for him, won thus unawares, without playing 
for it, which he would never have dared to do. He felt 
lifted on to a higher plane of existence by the astounding 
discovery. 

He must be alone, he felt. Then it seemed to him he 
was going ofiF his head with joy, and he made for the 
club, for a shower-bath of common talk ; but finding his 
distraction beyond concealment or control, sought the 
solitude and protection of the college walls again. 



IV 



Mrs. Rosser sat in the old family chair — ^an Eisteddfod 
prize and heirloom that might itself be imbued with the 
spirit of vanished generations — looking more like an 
avenging deity than a fond mother awaiting the return 
of her only and well-beloved son. 

Forgive her ! Last week had brought her, instead of 
the expected Elwyn, two knock-down blows. First, 
the intelligence that he was about to take to himself a 
wife — of an alien nation and class, a class somewhat 
higher than their own ; secondly, the revocation of his 
intention, or passive acceptance of other people's 
intentions for him, that he should enter the ministry. 

^' I said so ! I knew when they made me let him go 
how it would be with him ! " she exclaimed passionately, 
rocking to and fro and flinging the letter across to 
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her daughters, who read and wondered in a different 
key. 

" But he is coming back, coming next week for cer- 
tain, he says — coming here," stammered Gwen. 

Silently, helplessly, Mrs. Rosser shook her head. 
Coming, yes, but as one lost, one who has suffered him- 
self to be doubly enticed away, his feet well set on 
the primrose path that leadeth to the service of 
Mammon. 

The worst was that the engagement, which, though 
she would not have owned it, was to her the unkindest 
cut of the two, sounded so plausible. She would be 
receiving congratulations from every quarter. Had 
Elwyn been entrapped into early matrimony by some 
girl of doubtful repute, or designing woman twenty 
years his senior, parental authority might have inter- 
vened, or she have had at least sympathy and support 
from her neighbours in her vehement disapproval. 

** Marrying at two-and-twenty, with no occupation, 
no prospect of any means ! What will they live on ? 
He should know I can give them nothing." 

" Perhaps the young lady has money of her own." 

At that she almost wept. "That Elwyn, my Elwyn, 
should marry for greed ! No good ever came of that. 
At his age, too ! Who would have thought it ? Never 
once has he so much as mentioned her name to us 
before." 

"He says here they have only lately become ac- 
quainted." 

" So men marry, to spend their life in repenting." 

" Why should he repent ? Why shouldn't they be as 



no TALES FROM WELSH HILLS 

happy as Joseph Harris and I are going to be ? " said the 
engaged sister. 

<< Never ! I know what these English society girls 
are like nowadays. She will look down on us as food 
for amusement. This I know, I will never see her here 
— never ! " 

A snail and its shell are not harder to part than a 
woman and a grievance. ^^ It will be all right as soon as 
Elwyn comes," the girls kept reassuring each other 
cheerfully confident. But it was not. 

To mark her displeasure she would not have him met 
at the station, a hint which Elwyn arrived in too bliss- 
fully elated a condition to take. Consigning his trunk 
to the porter, an old friend, he walked on home, present- 
ing himself at the door such a picture of innocence and 
beaming amiability that the girls who had rushed to meet 
him in the porch straightway let themselves go to the 
natural affections. Alarmed by his obvious insensibility 
to the fact that here he was in disgrace, they warned 
him. 

^' Mother is terribly upset and cast down. It was such 
a shock to her ; and so sudden." 

" I couldn't help that." 

Had it not come suddenly on him too ? Refusing to 
be intimidated, he walked in upon his parent in the state 
apartment, and broke the embarrassment of the first 
constrained, formalised greetings by remarking on some 
trivial alterations that struck his eye. 

"I see you've shifted the old china cupboard. An 
improvement, that $ and set that old clock going at last" 

^^ Have you nothing to say to me, Elwyn ? " she asked 
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presently, in a tone that was as freezing as she meant it 
to be. 

"All that there is to tell was in my letter," he 
answered, efiectually repulsed, in his present super- 
sensitive mood, by her peculiar tone and manner. 
Nervously he added, trying to laugh, "Even for me, 
that is enough for the present. What more do you 
want ? " 

" How do you render account of your conduct ? Is it 
possible you do not see that it needs excuse — is, in fact, 
inexcusable ? " 

Elwyn, chafing inwardly at his inability to meet this 
unmerited displeasure, made a movement of impatience, 
but remained silent. 

" Who, pray, is this Aline Praed whom you propose to 
bring into the family, and whose very name is strange to 
us all ? " 

His soul rose in him at her disparaging tone, but 
controlling himself he replied quietly, " Her &ther is 
Vicar of Yewdene in Berkshire. She has kept his house 
for seven years." 

" Much older than you, then. Just as I thought." 

" No 5 we were born in the same year." 

^^ And she is forsaking her widowed father for a rash 
marriage with a boy like you ? " 

" It is her father who they say has done rashly. But I 
know nothing about that. He remarried not long ago. 
His present wife is a girl very little older than his 
daughter. Thus she is now not wanted at home. She 
is quite free, having independent means." 

" Is it that that is influencing you, Elwyn ? " 
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At this he made a movement of the direst indignation, 
wounded to the quick, and cried out. But she persisted 
the more. 

" Some side motive you must have, for rushing head- 
long and prematurely into this life connection, out of 
your own country, your natural circle, and your station. 
Your behaviour pains me very deeply." Then, mistaking 
Elwyn's writhing under the harrow of her taunts for 
guilty self-avowal, she concluded, "I should hardly have 
believed that my son could act so.*' 

Hereupon Elwyn, in desperation, feeling goaded beyond 
endurance, got up and left the room abruptly. 

" I knew it,** she cried to herself, with a sense of bitter 
triumph at having struck home. So she certainly had, 
though not as she imagined. 

A turn or two in the garden restored to him his 
balance and outward equanimity, not again to suffer 
disturbance. The mischief, done in a few moments, was 
irreparable. He was perfectly good-tempered, patient 
and self-possessed, but his reserve on the one subject — 
the subject of his betrothed — henceforward was absolute. 
How should he convince them, against their will, of 
what he himself knew only as by intuition, that he had 
chanced upon a rarity and thing of worth, no mere feir 
and drifting weed ; and that in yielding to the outward 
charm and assuming, as lightly as ever man before him, 
its connection with some inward spiritual grace, though 
enslaved, he had not been duped. 

He had been drawn — little though he dreamt it — by 
proved metal. She had passed no fancy girlhood, reared 
in a make-believe pleasure-garden or forcing-house, with 
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the worser half of life's weather shut out, even from view, 

and its lessons unlearnt or unfelt. Young, she had 

looked death in the face ; tender-hearted and unforgetting, 

she had known sorrow, loss, and strife. It had gone ill 

with a being less happily adjusted ; yet there was she, 

unalloyed, unembittered, her outlook on life unmarred, 

still keenly sensitive to life's joys as to its sorrows. 

Of all this Elwyn then knew nothing. But he knew 

that for him the peace of strength was in those eyes, and 

that merely to recall that image of quiet animation, of 

serenity, which signifies not apathy but a perfect balance 

of the natural powers, and to dwell upon it restored him 

to his rightful self, when for some passing cloud of gloom 

or petty present torment his heart and his temper played 

him false or failed him. 

• . • • • 

Elwyn and Aline were married in April, very quietly, he 
remaining at Oxford during the months that intervened. 

'* I must have more pomp and circumstance when my 
turn comes," so wrote Gerty King to her most intimate 
friend, Mrs. Skipwither ; " if only to impress upon me 
that I am married at aU, and that the ceremony is 
binding. But for those two it seemed an all but super- 
fluous acknowledgment of what the dullest-witted 
wedding-guest must have felt as they stood there together 
— that they were made for each other, and for no one else. 
None of the lovely women or charming men they may 
meet hereafter will be able to give to one or the other 
just that. * Children of the King ' — you know the old 
&iry story. I thought of it that day in the church. He 
was nervous, and showed it, but one look at Aline would 

8 
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have steadied an aspen leaf. She bears happiness well, as 
she has borne — the other thing. 

" Her parent, the Honourable and Reverend Archibald, 
made a good third with them in the altar-rail group. 
After the first surprise of it, he accepted most good- 
humouredly, in his easy-going way, this stranger son-in- 
law, dropped on him abruptly, but out of the Honours 
List, First Class in Classics and History. The Vicar is a 
staunch Oxonian in the first place, and everything else 
afterwards. To him the University is as Nebuchad- 
nezzar's golden image, before which all people, nations, 
and languages should bow down. Besides, after his own 
recent matrimonial freak, he couldn't decently refuse 
them his blessing. Oh, my dear, such a fatal mistake 
she — Connie Praed, nie Markham — made in^ wearing her 
own bridal gown, slightly disguised, at Aline's wedding. 
You never saw such a lump as she looked, with her 
plaster-cast fece — the image of unintelligent obstinacy. 
I should have felt sorry for her had she the faintest sense, 
which she hasn't, that the comparison could go against 
her. There's something wrong about her too — ^about 
all the Markham girls, ' nerve-storms ' and that sort of 
thing ; and I fency the poor dear old Vicar got caught in 
that afiair, laying up fresh trouble for his old age. He 
was broken-hearted when his first wife died, and so was 
Aline, who can never speak of it to this day. They say 
she was a perfect creature, something like Aline ; but I 
don't believe in two such adorable beings in one family. 
Nature is not so unfair. 

" Rosser's own people did not show up. 1 can't quite 
make out where to put them in the social order ; they 
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seem simple but not common folk. I should think 
hobereau would be the French for his late father, a genus 
that may thrive down in Wales, but almost unknown 
among us here. The mother, from her portrait, seems 
one of those fine-featured^ large-framed old ladies who 
might be a man in disguise. She was afraid of the 
long journey for her health, she said, but she looks as if 
she could stand anything. They don't seem very keen 
on this new connection. Now it might have been said 
it was Aline who was making the mesalliancey but, glory 
be to Elwyn Rosser and to Wales ! no one has said that. 
The Vicar has grown quickly quite fond of him. He 
lost his own son, you know, through a gun accident, and 
his daughter, the elder one, would marry that clever 
amateur artist, Jack Dalleyn, whom he detested, and who, 
as everybody knows, drinks. But Elwyn Rosser and the 
pater got on famously from the start. They are always 
making Greek and Latin quotations and nonsensical 
classical jokes to each other. I don't know if Aline 
understands them ; Conny doesn't, and it annoys her to 
be left out — makes her quite cross. Oh, wasrCt she 
delighted to see the happy pair depart ! They are oflF to 
spend a long honeymoon in Italy ; the father's wedding- 
present to the bride. 

" Ha, ha ! And here am I left exulting — I, their un- 
known benefactress. Never will they know what they 
owe to the present writer ; for * alone I did it,' Jerry, I — 

"Gerty King." 

" PS. — Captain Soanes is so miserable that he comes 
to me for consolation." 
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*' Which you, Gerty, are ready waiting to supply.'* 
Such was the reader, Geraldine Skipwither's, comment. 
And she forthwith laid a wager with her husband what 
would be the next engagement they would hear of, and 
in due time she won it. 



PART III 



Back to the Land 



Never were there two people less wishful to attract 
notice, however flattering, than Elwyn Rosser and 
Aline. Yet, wherever they passed, it was theirs to 
compel, as by some natural law, a singular passing 
attention. 

Remarkable separately, seen together their person- 
alities in their harmonious dissimiliarity presented a 
blend ot rare distinction, the mere sight of which woke 
a lively interest — as of a new discovery. 

" Children of the King." Gerty had said it ; and it 
brought this disadvantage, that, to them, their fellow- 
creatures for the most part showed themselves in dis- 
guise. Even the drunken peasant instinctively stopped 
beating his donkey at their approach. The worst felt 
impelled to put a beautifying halo round their unlovely 
heads ; while the merely petty and vulgar, fain when 
in their company tp seem even as they — better than 
they had it in them really to be — kept on the stretch 
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— with their little spites and jealousies, low motive 
impulses, corrupt opinions, coarse or malicious lean- 
ings in abeyance. It was elevating ; but like pygmies 
kept standing on tip-toe, there came a latent sense 
of relief when, on the removal of the constraining 
raising influence, things reverted to their normal spiritual 
level. 

Never a thought had those two to give to the 
impression they might be making. Far too happily, 
too fully occupied in those days were they both ; the 
causes above-mentioned helping still further to preserve 
the serenity of their outlook, the felicity of their mood, 
unbroken. The jewel of their own happiness was their 
own secret — untarnished and inviolate. Lovers' joys, 
friendships' joys, travellers' joys — life's three best gifts 
united were theirs in full measure as they roamed from 
one of Italy's many unique cities to another. 

Pisa, a little one, though unmatched as a picture- 
effect, a£R)rded to you who pass by — ^and at a single, 
even transient glance — of present poetic loneliness, of 
greatness that has passed away, and of human power, 
quick and not dead, lastingly conserved in noble fianes of 
marble composing that monumental group— Cathedral, 
Baptistery, and Bell-Tower — that dominates the dwind- 
ling city, whether viewed from far or near. 

By the Arno's sluggish stream they lingered at even- 
ing, where, as one wrote, close on a century ago : 

"Within the surface of the wrinkled river 
The fleeting image of the city lay ; 
Immovably unquiet, and forever 
It trembles but it never fades away." 
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Though " Ponte al Mare/' the name by which we 
know those haunting lines^ has disappeared long since, 
the scene has not changed, the poet's part in which 
remains imperishable : 



(« 



The sun is set, the swallows are asleep ; 
The bats are flitting past in the grey air ; 
The slow soft toads out of dark corners creep ; 
And evening's breath, wandering here and there 
Over the quivering surface of the stream 
Wakes not one ripple from its summer dream.** 



Florence — aptly so-called — the garden-ground of 
Italian art, blossoming there since a thousand years, 
and seeding and blossoming still — for whatever it may 
prove to be worth. Florence the felicitous, the 
amateur's plaisance. There, in the shadow of her 
tall, proud towers and palaces you go your way from 
one thing of beauty to another, joying in master 
creations of poesy and prose, of statuary, painting, and 
superfine arts and crafts of infinite variety and value ; 
your pleasure undistracted by the hurly-burly of a 
modern capital — the blatant self-assertion of industrial- 
ism triumphant. 

Florence — ever charming, ever slowly renewing itself 
with changing times; thus ever cheerful, in its old- 
standing beauties and modern additions (for good or 
ill) alike. 

The site itself makes for sanity and mental health. 
Though your Florentine refuse ever to set foot out of 
town he can never forget or lose touch with the 
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country. In the busiest streets he is met, up and down 
by a vista of the circlet of wild and not distant hills, 
with rural valleys, olive gardens and villas walled in 
with roses and peaceful cypress groves. 

Twice dear to all English-speaking comers, as the 
second home of certain of their own great ones ; the 
scene from whose magic-working suggestion have sprung 
some of the choicest flowers of English imaginative art 
and literature. 

As a harmonious whole, alone among cities and art- 
centres. Even classic art, as figured here, seems touched 
with the modern spirit, so that we are never quite 
taken away from ourselves. Until we stumble on some 
remnant of Etruria and the Etruscans. That, indeed, 
is another story ! 

• • . • • 

Rome the incomparable — a name the mere sound or 
sight of which signifies more than any other ; the 
power-house of the forces, temporal and spiritual, that 
have determined the progress of mankind — the trend of 
life, throughout the Western world. Come here and 
take from her all that you can hold. She has more to 
give than you are able to receive, of mighty impressions, 
each a separate onslaught on your senses, and startling 
as a blow. 

The magnificent human energy of ancient Rome, 
taking tangible, indestructible shape in buildings which, 
whether for use or ornament, serve us as models to this 
day ; her galleries with their priceless jewels of Grecian 
art — emanations of the beauty-worship that inspired it — 
the art of which her own was the offspring $ her pagan 
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temples — imposing, to the latest unearthed fragment ; 
her &nes of Christendom passing quickly from its mystic, 
obscure beginnings to predominance among the Powers ; 
everywhere the same stamp of audacious, intelligent 
enterprise, of might and magnitude, dwarfing and 
defying what may lie outside its realm. Not the least 
learned, the merest babe among travellers can miss 
Rome's message ; nor the greatest wiseacre, the keenest 
most comprehensive mind feel or say truly of her, " I 
have seen the whole." 

Can any city contain anything to move us deeply 
after this ? 

One — Ravenna—one that has known more violent 
outward changes than perhaps any other ; a chequered 
past which has left little or no trace behind. It is here, 
and here alone, that an inestimable something awaits all 
those whom it may concern — nothing less than an initia- 
tion offered — as by illuminating glimpses, into the heart of 
the mysterious origin of the profoundest, most powerful, 
and widest spread spiritual influence the world has ever 
known. 

Ravenna. As you pass from one to another of her 
many grandly impressive basilicas, all undecayed nor 
ever diverted from the purpose for which, as places of 
Christian worship, they were erected — when, in the 
fifth and sixth centuries, the new movement already 
held sway in the seats of the mighty — the very much 
earlier life and spirit of that worship are perceptible, as 
shadowed darkly but imperishably in the mosaic pictures 
that hallow certain of these walls. Face to fece we 
seem with the sincere, direct artistic expression of the 
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new and rising faith, as soon as art began to exist among 
Christian men. As a flashlight thrown on dark places 
is this half-veiled, semi-allegorical presentment of its 
oriental-born miracle-working secrets. A nearer 
approach to the most elusive of mysteries, a strange, 
remote-seeming emotion stirred, a sense as of a faint 
clue to things undiscoverable — ^an incomplete revela- 
tion — this is Ravenna ! 

• • • • • 

Enough of cities and men. Go southward, and 
southward still, pushing far into the wilderness and 
desert places, by the loneliest of lone sea shores. Here too 
was once a city, built and rebuilt and peopled in turn 
by the dominant race and nation of the age ; centuries 
of active life that has left no trace. Yet, come here for 
what, to some, remains perhaps the best, the most 
unforgettable moment of all : the first sight of the 
Temples of Paestum. " There is nothing like it on this 
wide earth ! " So spoke one fervent traveller ; and he 
spoke for many. 

Only the Grecian migrants, who held the city in 
possession in her days of greatness, have set here their 
abiding mark, with its message to all those who can read it. 

How far the wild melancholy of the spot — the 
tideless sea, the near background of rugged mountains, 
and between these the wide stretch of shore, all tangled 
thickets of weed and wild-flower growth, where the 
temples, standing there quietly, strike like living pre- 
sences — how far the poets, classic and modern, that have 
sung of the scene count for in the spell it continues to 
exercise, no need to inquire. Long may they stand, 
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telling their wordless tale — of Greece and its over- 
powering significance. 

Sad, yet not utterly. It is their preservation, not 
their decay — their undying influence even as mere 
mementoes that is the speaking fact here. Not the 
most careless observer can escape the wonder of it 



n 

^^ We must go back! ^' 

It was Elwyn speaking; but Aline, though more 
loth even than he to end this little lifetime of delight, 
felt her heart give assent. The moment of reaction that 
waits upon the most enchanting pleasure -travel had 
come, with its warning homeward tug. You feel your 
roots are being tampered with, and the dweller in the 
innermost says, "It is enough. Back to where you 
came from — and to the Day's Work ! '* 

One week more they lingered in South Italy. Then 
Elwyn sickened suddenly from a chill, with a dis- 
quieting touch of the local malarial fever. He was not 
particularly ill, but it seemed as though at any moment 
he might become so. They were in a desolate, though 
to them enchanting region in Calabria, alive with 
memories of Greek and Roman poets, and names great 
in later story, martial and romantic, of vanished Goth 
and Norman. From the heights above the little town 
you could view the Ionian and the Tyrrhenian Seas ; on 
the hill slopes and in the valleys of those parts, watch 
the goatherds tending and piping to their flocks ; foxes 
creeping down the fences to purloin the grapes; children 
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weaving cricket-traps with corn-stalks ; and other pictures 
unchanged since the idyllists sang of these things two 
thousand years ago. But the rough accommodation and 
sorry hre of sour goat's milk, pork, and nondescript 
sausage — a laughing matter hitherto — were turned to a 
grievance amounting to danger. He weakened sensibly 
under the local medical treatment, and while improve- 
ment in such circumstances was hardly to be looked for, 
he was quite unfit to travel without grave peril ; so the 
doctor gave assurance. Was Calabria going to prove 
the death of him, Elwyn half-sportively wondered, as, 
among others, of his favourite poet, Virgil ; and oughtn't 
he to be proud of the honour of sharing the fate of that 
immortal among the bards? To poor Aline, beset by 
sudden horrible terrors, it seemed a special intervention 
of Providence that sent help to them in this pass. 

A retired English army-doctor, on his return journey 
from a Sicilian tour with his daughters, was reported 
staying at Sta. Chionia, a post-town with which, though 
remote, there was communication. He came over 
willingly to the aid of his countrymen in distress, and 
gave cheering advice. For though he looked a little 
grave at first, and asked perplexing questions, his opinion 
was that there was not much the matter yet, but that 
they must leave the place at once, as a lesser risk than 
to stay on. He would procure and send over from Sta. 
Chionia some sort of carriage to convey them to the 
station there. " Get him to Naples ; to more com- 
fortable quarters. Then — ^you are homeward bound, 
you say. So much the better. The late season in 
these parts is unhealthy, and, for foreigners, dangerous." 
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There mxist be some virtue in Nationality in Medicine, 
they decided. For, starting as an invalid and prostrate, 
Elwyn reached Naples, shaky, exhausted, but already 
convalescent, and picked up so rapidly that when a few 
days later they set off towards England, all traces of his 
recent malady had disappeared. And the first sight 
of the Dover clifis surprised them in mid-Channel in 
animated discussion whither their steps should lead them 
next. 

Even the most unwilling home-comers know the 
singular mysterious attraction it is the property of that 
austerely-attractive coast line to inspire — its immemorial 
message to seafarers : " You, passing by, whoever you 
are, and be your purpose what it may, to move the 
world, or to plant cabbages, you must first find or choose 
a place to stand upon. Land you here ! " 

The point — their next move — was one in dispute 
between them. 

For there was Elwyn, on the one hand, in a wild hurry 
to find some fixed paid employment, and ready to snatch 
at the first that should offer. What need for such 
impatience? urged Aline, perhaps instinctively aware 
that whatever he undertook, he, no idler, would give 
himself away there ; it would absorb, exploit, retain him. 
She advised waiting to look about and hit on the 
rightful, worthy field for his abilities. Elwyn assured 
her that she overrated these absurdly ; that he owed his 
brilliant college successes to Macpherson ; that he might 
have a poet inside him, but wasn't what she thought 
him — a poet — which is quite another thing ; and that he 
would never set the Thames on fire ; but that he might — 
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indeed he really must — gratify this modest ambition : 
to contribute what he could to their yearly income. 

The matter was compromised for the time being by 
his acceptance of an offer he found awaiting him, of 
temporary tutorial work at Oxford as another man's 
deputy for the Michaelmas term. There, too, they 
would be near Aline's home, where things .were not 
going smoothly, the young stepmother's health becoming 
a source of ominous anxiety. '*A complete nervous 
breakdown " — " Her own mother there in attendance on 
her." They might be wanted there at any moment, 
and would be for certain at Christmas to make things 
cheerful. 

One month of summer — one little holiday month — 
still lay before them ; and Elwyn had yielded to Aline's 
entreaties to spend it in Wales. She had even wrung 
from him his half-promise to conclude with a few — just 
a very few — days at Trearavon. 

His baffling reserve on the subject of his native land 
and circle Aline longed, but had utterly feiled, to break 
through. It seemed perverse, almost unnatural, and was, 
in fact, a thing inexplicable to any rational English- 
woman. Probably he could hardly have clearly 
accounted for it to himself. Things were as they were, 
and unalterable. So much he knew, but not why. 

True, he had been drawn out of his native medium, 
charmed into a vaster nationality and a still vaster world, 
a world where there are glories of many sorts and of all 
scales, and he had become in it and of it too, till the 
glory of a small, however peculiar nationality, was to 
him a thing ridiculously unsufficing. But a remnant of 
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him was there, and its clutch on the secret places of his 
heart he could not altogether escape. He had never 
thought much about Welsh patriotism, and would never 
have any thought to give to it now. Still, that ancient, 
traditional virtue of a cherished, indestructible nationality, 
of which none outside the fold, whether scoffer or 
admirer, can appreciate the peculiar sanctity and import- 
ance to insiders, its indirect or cross-working on Elwyn 
showed itself thus ; prohibiting the shaping or thinking 
out of his own sentiments to himself. How, then, 
should he word them to another ? His intercourse with 
his kith and kin remained strictly amicable, but limited 
to trivial passing matters. No communion nor desire for 
it, on either side, regarding the things filling their 
minds — the things next their hearts. It was silence. 
The door was shut. 



Ill 



They had come to Port Alba for a three days' stay, 
extended it to a week, and the week's end found them 
with no mind to go farther. And as the time lengthened 
the hold on them strengthened of a place they had 
dropped on well nigh by chance. 

For they had set out on an orthodox Welsh tour that 
was to have shown them all the famed beauties of 
Elwyn 's country, of which, out of his native valley, 
he knew little. They would be conveyed in snug 
railway carriages to smart hotels on snowy mountain 
tops ; motor chars-a-bancs would rush them through the 
best advertised river, lake, mountain, and coast scenery. 



128 TALES FROM WELSH HILLS 

all the desolate places of romance. Instead, Port Alba, 
dismissed with a few lines in the guide-books, held them 
and would not let them go. 

A little land-locked haven, formed on one side by the 
inward curve of a shore line of low clifis, evergreen with 
ivy and overhanging woodland, and fronting a wide sea, 
with a foreshore miles in extent of firm white sand. 
Westward a jutting headland parts the estuaries of two 
rivers that lose themselves in the shallows at low tide ; 
the sand-flats afiR)rding an inexhaustible hunting ground 
to cockle fishers, whose toy-like punts, ferries, and sailing 
boats dot the little creeks and inlets. 

Here round about was no Sleepy Hollow either, but a 
treasure-land of fine things, if not famous, to be found 
without going far. Such as a mountain range rising to 
2,000 feet ; elsewhere a paradise of forest scenery ; 
haunts still free from man's meddling, and where you 
may yet surprise some lost secret of Nature to set fancy 
playing, creating. Survivals strange, prehistoric — ^tokens 
both of the world we are in, and of the world before it 
— known to us by these flashlights only — the Wales 
of the mammoth, elephant, rhinoceros, hyena — remote 
and inconceivable, only that there was the ocular proof, 
the monster skeletons in the county museum, transferred 
thither from the sea-cavern where these creatures slept 
their last sleep. 

Riddles — these memorials all ! — ^as that gigantic, that 
impressive stone structure, so unquestionably a Roman 
camp to one generation, to another a British sheepfold, 
and to the scofifer of all ages a casual heap of boulders 
merely. Weird, upright stones, marking a giant's grave, 
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according to the old women ; a battle-field, said the old 
men. Cromlechs, tumuli, barrows, stone circles, tombs 
or altars ; who knows ? whose mystery attracts the 
antiquity-man and the artist-dreamer alike. Castles in 
every stage of life, from the vanishing stronghold on the 
headland across the estuary — only preserved from dis- 
parition by the careful attentions of the mason of the 
lord of the manor — to such a one as they faced from the 
windows of their farm lodgings, proud in its eight hundred 
years of continuous occupation, and of watch and ward over 
the little sea port and settlement grown up under its 
protection and shelter. Authority in being — keeping 
guard over the rivers and rocky islets, with their attendant 
dangers, initiating and directing works, improvements, 
innovations, the- motor spirit of the little settlement ; 
as things have been and will be as long as the moon 
endureth. 

Aline found but one fault with the place : that on the 
face of it, it didn't seem very Welsh. The language 
was seldom heard ; the names, types, manners and 
address of these fisher-farmers and others in and about 
Port Alba were too like Wessex. They were just as 
far from the English border as they could get, Elwyn 
represented, and said something about ^^ Little England 
beyond Wales " (of which Aline had never heard) and 
that he supposed they must have got there. It wasn't 
his fault. He really couldn't help it if some little foreign 
settlement as to whose exact origin opinions still difier 
had, like this, refused to be utterly absorbed by the 
Cambrians. And though Newfoundland Farm, their 
present habitation, sounded colonial, the present fisher- 

9 
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ikrmer occupier, with his stalwart son and daughter, Pat 
and Ellin, were as thoroughgoing, fine old-fashioned 
specimens of the Welsh breed as she could wish to come 
across. Pani^ the father and Pat the son. No connec- 
tion with English statesman or Irish saint ; Pat being 
short for Patagonia, site of that successful Welsh colony 
which is not the least ot the national glories ; Pam a 
contraction of Padan-aram, a chance word caught from 
the Book of Genesis and bestowed on him as a luck- 
bearing appellation by his forefathers. 

So much for Port Alba ; a place ot peace and ot 
beauty, in itself complete, a place where you had time — 
time to be happy. 

Supremely happy both, yet most diflFerently ! 

Elwyn, now that the miracle was accomplished, the 
incredible thing made fact, that he was loved, loved by 
Aline with all the powers of her being, was accepting 
the gift most thankfully, but serenely, an inherent bless- 
ing of his daily life, precious, but as natural as sunlight 
and fresh air, a gift of which death only should deprive 
him. 

To Aline it meant more, of even greater worth. She 
had not, like Elwyn, grown up unacquainted with grief. 
Home troubles, desperate home sorrows, had wrung her 
affectionate nature. Things so deep, so intimate, she 
could not speak of them, even to Elwyn. While too 
young to be crushed by sorrow, though of the sharpest, 
once, twice, thrice, had her broken-winged spirit cried 
out within her, *' What good shall my life do me ? " 

Nevermore, nevermore ! For Elwyn, there, was the 
answer. 



THE WAY HE WENT 131 

The love that had shone suddenly in the night ot 
pain-fraught memories, lifting their weight, teaching 
hope by its perfection, touching past, present, and ftiture 
by its sweet revelation. At its approach the shadows in 
her soul drew back. In its fulfilment joy asserted its 
creative powers. So she loved, she gave thanks, she was 
glad, though tremblingly and fate-fearing, as are those 
who have suffered loss. 

IV 

The day's walk had taken them to Newslade Head. 
There they rested, Elwyn lying sunning himself on the 
short turf. Aline seated by, watching the rocks out at 
sea become islets as the tide rose. 

Talking of matters grave and light, untiringly and 
with the zest that mostly denotes quarrelling, but that 
here meant that two lonely, kindred souls had met and 
were exulting in being alone no more — two minds 
travelling wing to wing, feelings confidently interchanged, 
sure of easy, rapid, mutual comprehension, taking and 
giving freely and equally with a rare and perfect inter- 
play. So far things of the mind. Never had Aline 
seemed feirer in Elwyn eyes, nor her fairness so precious 
to his soul and sense. A face that was like balm if you 
were sore, a cordial to the faint-hearted, an upholding 
force to keep you or to set you on your way rejoicing. 

He was playfully narrating how once when he was a 
schoolboy at Llanwastad his people, ^^ having nothing 
particular just then to fiiss about," had made him submit 
to a medical examination by a local celebrity, whom some 
called a quack. 
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"A fellow with a cure for all incurable ills — from 
consumption to chilblains. He pommelled, poked, and 
punched me till I felt like punching his old head : then 
let me go, saying, ^ It's early to pronounce, madam. If 
he goes on the farm, he may be there still, hale and 
hearty, at eighty. If it's a professional gentleman's life 
he's to lead, buried in books and afraid of soiling his 
fingers, well — he must just take his chance with the 
rest.' " 

Trearavon ! His thoughts went back there. " Just 
fancy. Aline, if I had settled down at home I might now 
be a herdsman coming out of the copse with my arms 
full of bracken, or ^ leading my jocund team afield,' ^ the 
horned herd my care,' and milking them in the 
gloaming." 

And never, never the one at his side, whose presence 
there, though he closed his eyes, remained a felt 
delight ! 

" Are you repenting ? " she asked him in play. 

Elwyn made a negative sign. 

« Sure ? " 

She bent over where he lay outstretched, and looked 
into his face. 

" Though he slay me — no ! " 

Only the sea-birds saw that kiss. A moment that 
thrilled their heartstrings with a joy that is not of this 
earth — such joy as makes you afraid. 

Just then Neptune, or Nature, interposed, as if minded 
to play them a trick. 

The precipitous sea-clifF they were on stands some 
two hundred feet high, and overhanging an ocean smooth 
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and motionless that afternoon as a mirror. Of a sudden 
a volume of water thrown up rose above the cliff's brink, 
curled over, and descended in a shower close to where 
they sat, startling them to their feet. 

" What next ? " wondered Aline aloud, as they stood 
regarding the face of the waters. 

Not a ripple to be seen 5 not a breath stirring. " Do 
that again ! " shouted Elwyn to the sea-god. And 
presently, as in answer to the challenge, the joke was 
repeated. They saw the vast sheet of water surge up the 
wall of rock, and break in a fountain almost over their 
heads. 

" Now I remember, Pat was telling me of this the 
other day, that it happens here sometimes," Elwyn re- 
marked. " The sailors accoiuit for it by the meeting 
of two undercurrents. They say it heralds rough 
weather." 



But the morrow broke bright and clear. That day 
they were to spend with Pat and Ellin out cockle- 
gathering from the punt on the sand-flats. For whatever 
our love for Nature we must always, it is said, invent 
some excuse for trusting ourselves alone to her — some 
definite pursuit — a rod, or a gun, or as now, for Elwyn 
and Aline Rosser, lending a hand in the local marinq 
industry. 

With Pat for their ferryman they left the tiny harbour 
of Port Alba, crossed the first broad estuary, and 
rounding the headland passed through the second, 
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halting at suitable selected spots to paddle and glean 
their harvest of cockles from the rippled sands. Farther 
and farther they pushed on. Pat knew every inch of 
the grounds, could gauge the exact position and depth of 
every channel, tell to a nicety just where he could get 
the tub through and where it would stick, and the 
likeliest places for fishers to fill sack, net, apron, and 
basket with the treasures of the deep. 

The treasure-sands seemed limitless. The pastime 
proved beguiling, and the zeal and energy with which the 
visitors worked was highly amusing to Pat and Ellin, the 
professionals. And when the afternoon weather turned 
very wild, the strange cloud effects and changing skies 
served merely to enliven an employment rather tame and 
same on the face of it. 

Evening brought promise of more than fulfilment oi 
the portent witnessed yesterday. 

"You'd say the heavens was moving in a body," 
ejaculated Ellin, as, emptying her apron full of shell-fish 
into the basket, she stepped into the punt and looked 
up. 

" Yes, sure," said Pat, deftly poking them away from 
the sandbank and feeing homewards at last. " If we'd 
be up there we'd be wishing ourselves down here again 
pretty soon." 

Now Pat was an expert at punt-handling, and each 
fresh obstacle encountered was welcomed as an invitation 
to show off his skill. 

Now the time-honoured pleasure of contemplating 
from a place of security — the landlocked bay where their 
route lay — the perils and discomforts of the less fortunate, 
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any luckless herring or mackerel boats outside it, was 
oflFered to the party in full. 

" What with rain and thunder and fire-flying it's 
fearsome to look at/* said Ellin. "Ah, the new moon 
was last Wednesday, and the seamans they do say that 
one Wednesday moon in seven years is enough. There's 
glad I am it's a safe place we are in ! " she concluded 
complacently. 

To the novices the safety was becoming less obvious. 
The riot appeared to be spreading, and threatening to 
overrun the barricade. It cost them some trouble to get 
across the first estuary ; but Pat must know, Pat the 
pilot, who, absolutely untroubled and undoubting, kept 
reiterating that it was "all right." 

The sea, roaring and running high outside the bay, 
could not hurt them, he represented, nor the wind, 
unless it shifted suddenly. There was only the tide, 
which never — or hardly ever — rose above a certain height 
to such as might impede their progress. 

Even when the gale declared itself as one of the 
annual "worst within living memory," so short-lived 
is human memory, and the punt was jerked and bumped 
about mercilessly in the lopping waters, and an elderly 
craven on the bank shouted his advice to the party to 
land here, and not attempt the crossing of the second 
estuary, such timorous fancies were scouted by brother 
and sister alike. 

" Why, we should have to stay here overnight ! " 
Pat ejaculated. Oh, they would get across the river's 
mouth, and round the point into Port Alba right 
enough. 
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It might have been, only they must stay to help an 
infirm old brother punt in difficulties, stuck fast on a 
sandbank ; a boat whose occupants — mere children — 
&iled utterly to push her off. They floated and started 
them, and saw them safe ashore ; but meanwhile thick- 
ening clouds and dark curtains of rain descending had 
brought about an untimely darkness that would be black 
night before long. Still, neither brother nor sister felt 
or showed the faintest discomposure. Pat knew the 
cross-passage, the way home, so well, he could find it 
blindfold, they protested. 

But how if he found the way impassable ? 

That which had never happened to him before, and 
might never happen to him again, happened to happen 
now. 

The perilous predicament that had been preparing 
before their eyes these two hours, and given one warning 
sign after another of its approach, was sprung on them 
actually all in a moment. Flung headlong into the 
heart of an extraordinary, an exciting adventure. The 
punting-pole, from awkward and unmanageable, became 
utterly useless ; the darkness impenetrable. The wind, 
slightly shifted, was blowing straight up the estuary with 
a wild violence that had turned the usual lake-like 
surface to a whirling, surging sea. The tide (which had 
never risen so high or run so strong before, according to 
Pat), was sweeping them up the broad river, strive how 
they might with the two little oars they carried. 

The worst was that the swirl of the lopping waves, 
breaking over the punt, was filling it with water faster 
than they could bail it out ; the flood kept rising still, 
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and roughening every instant. There were they helpless 
in the midst of it, unable to make for the bank, wherever 
it might lie. 

There was no room for rear, even now that the crisis 
had come and the danger was imminent. There was 
just one moment for action, and only one thing to be 
done — ^jump into the river, abandoning the boat, and wade 
to the bank. The water would be up to their necks, 
but it would be over their heads if they waited longer. 
With one accord they plunged in. 

It was a supreme struggle with warring elements — 
wind, flood, and outer darkness. Some sixth sense in Pat 
made of him no blind guide even now. They must 
wade further up stream before trying to land. It 
wasn't far. But in such emergencies our scale of time 
and space ceases to apply. 

Holding on to each other, lest one of them should lose 
footing and be swept off by the cross-currents, they 
wrestled on in the dark. The tremendous struggle, the 
preternatural effort, made possible by the exciting risks of 
the moment, had a certain wild physical relish. Fear, 
cold, fatigue were as unfelt as wounds by soldiers while 
still fighting, or, by huntsmen, the grip of a beast of prey 
at a crucial moment. 

Step by step, strain by strain, they fought on, and just 
as the strain had touched breaking point, they found 
themselves in shallower and rather xalmer waters, and 
Pat struck for the shore, his convoy dragging along in 
his wake, and half scrambling, half washed up by the 
flood, got out of it on to the marshy bank, and fumbling, 
stumbling farther, reached firm ground. And there was 
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Pat bemoaning the abandoned punt, and Ellin the lost 
loot of cockles ! 

The hardest tussle, as they afterwards agreed, was the 
one that came now. A certain fermhouse Pat knew of, 
and pronounced to be close at hand, was reached only 
after a tramp of several miles, in a tempest of rain, along 
rough and hilly highways and byways. They got there 
at last, a drenched and shipwrecked crew, to be most 
hospitably received, accommodated for the night in toler- 
able comfort, and driven back in the morning to Port 
Alba and Newfoundland Farm, where Pam, smoking his 
pipe in the yard, had never suffered a moment's anxiety 
on their account, making sure they had stopped at one 
of the coast villages. The loss of the punt now troubled 
him sorely. He and Pat started at once in search. It 
was found in due time, bottom upward, in a backwater, 
much damaged, yet not beyond repair ; and they smiled 
again. 

And Ellin, still mourning for her cockles, went about 
her baking as usual ; and Elwyn sat down and dashed 
off a vivid, wittily-jocular letter to Trearavon, descriptive 
of their adventure and narrow escape — one of those 
inimitable happy effusions of the moment, things of 
perfect though ephemeral worth. It was fine to-day, 
with a stifF breeze, and he wanted to go for a sail, but 
Aline begged off, and he would not leave her. She 
owned that last evening's experience was one she would 
not have been sorry to have missed, and felt thankful to 
sit quiet. 

In Elwyn, over-exertion had induced such a fit of 
unappeasable activity and high spirits as made silence or 
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stillness a sheer impossibility. He chatted on humour- 
ously and incessantly, devising fantastic excursions by 
land and by water, picturing grotesque incidents and 
tragi-comic dilemmas, and running these into clever non- 
sense rhymes to make her laugh — till a storm-belated 
post brought letters that recalled him to things and 
troubles of everyday and common life. 

VI 

The news was from Aline's home, and it was not good. 
The poor little stepmother, now admitted to be suffering 
from a bad form of hysteria, was in a Nursing Home, by 
stringent medical order, undergoing a "cure." The 
distressed, half-broken Vicar was clearly in terrible need 
of moral support and some cheering presence. Aline at 
the moment was feeling too tired out even to make plans 
for to-morrow, but Elwyn brimmed over with ideas and 
suggestions for the arranging of their future. 

There followed for him the queerest of nights : 
snatches of sleep, of waking dreams, and of wide-awake 
thoughts alternating and mixed indistinguishably. Bands 
of music don't pass in the night at Port Alba ; yet he 
could have sworn to have heard one go by slowly, playing 
some tune he did not know, but the last phrase of which 
rang in his ears after the sounds got lost in the distance. 
Then it was a series of pictures floating before his closed 
eyes — scenes unconnected and unaccountable as dreams ; 
yet here was he not even drowsy. Had the storms of 
yesternight got into his head to vex it into this visionary 
state ? he wondered. 
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By the morning it was clear he was not going to get 
off scot free. There was fever and chest affection. But 
Port Alba, though secluded, was at least within reach of 
the resources of science. Pat rode straight off nine miles 
to a certain fevourite watering-place and fetched thence 
its leading practitioner. 

Yes ; a touch of pneumonia — slight, nothing to alarm. 
Still, when Aline mentioned the Calabrian episode, he 
enjoined the same vigilance and care as though the case 
were a serious one. And she — ^alert and rested to-day — 
knew how to render these. Custom had made it an easy 
thing for her to cope with illness. The direst anxiety 
would not paralyse the ministering hand or head ; and 
into the slips of ignorance she could not fall. It was a 
treat to be nursed by her, Elwyn declared ; he would 
presently be shamming — malingering — to enjoy it the 
longer. 

The next day brought amendment of the local sym- 
toms; and his unflagging good, gay^eeming spirits 
proved communicative to both doctor and nurse. 
Trearavon was mentioned, but he would not write or 
let her write there for him. He did not want them 
to know of his indisposition till it was past. "They 
might come bearing down upon us, and insist on it that 
I'm in a consumption and want to pack me off to a 
Sanatorium." 

But as soon as he got well, to Trearavon they would 
go. He talked of it freely, as never before, seemed smit- 
ten with a sudden fancy to show her this and that : the 
nook on the river that had been his bathing-place ; the 
spot where he had shot his first rabbit ; the pool where 
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he once hooked a salmon ; above all, certain mountain 
passes and views they had not seen the like of in their 
recent crossings of the Alps. And that weird little lake, 
haunted-looking, high up on the highest mountain, and 
its overhanging crest of rock, which once when a little 
lad he had climbled for a freak, which nearly proved his 
last — ^as half-way up he found himself hanging on to a 
ledge unable to get forward or back, but was rescued by 
a heaven-sent bracken-mower. A fairy lake whereby 
hangs many a legendary tale. 

Over all this eager activity in looking onward was a 
mist of unreality. The talker was not his usual self. 
In Aline there stirred a foreboding— dim, profound, 
abiding ; a thing to be driven back, unshaped, lest heart 
and power to act should faint utterly. 

He had seemed to get better so quickly — ^was allowed 
up. Ah, why did she let him stay about the room so long 
and tire himself with talking ? Just a touch of fever 
recurred, which yielded to treatment, forewarned and 
forearmed as they were against every likely contingency, 
so far as human resources go. Inept and unavailing, 
every one, to repel this overwhelming, this mortal weak- 
ness stealing over him, till speech died on his lips, 
thoughts as soon as born. 

Like one of those mysterious, invincible ills that strike 
and slay a man in the street, the market-place, at his 
work. Before it he went down — went out — like a flame 
that is spent. 

No pain — but the strangest slackening of his hold on 
life. The known world seemed sailing away from him. 
Gone were the strength, even the will to resist or regret 
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this loosening of his hold on all — ^all but her, his beloved 
— the more dear as the rest — the world that was — faded 
into utter insignificance, till it was as good as wiped out 
for him. 

That fairy lake they were never to see. 

Whether from some still-lurking poison from Calabrian 
river-swamp, or inherent, unsuspected frailty — something 
slender and transitory in the very intensity of life that was 
in him — there was no rally. The slackened silver cord 
was giving way, the golden bowl breaking, quickly — ^as 
man's time measurements go. 

Still the narrowing horizon brought no blurring of what 
lay within it. Rather the fullest revelation, the most 
poignant sense of a half-known thing — such a treasure of 
happiness bestowed as left them Fate's debtors, whatever 
befall. The Blue Bird was taking wing. But they had 
found it. 

" Woe — woe to the living ! " Aline put that thought 
back — the destroyer. She even felt calm — ^as Elwyn 
was calm — ^their communion unbroken. Ah, might not, 
should not, such love as hers fetch him back, from the very 
brink ? 

It was not to be. 

'* Nearer — ^nearer," he whispered, drawing closer to 
him the fece of his own — ^never more his own than at the 
moment when he was leaving her for ever. 

" For mine eyes have seen^^ he said suddenly — solemnly 
— but distantly now, and the voice was as it were of one 
speaking already from the Other Side. 
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VII 

The havoc wrought by rough weather on roads and 
bridges had delayed Elwyn's letter home, which came 
to his mother's hands together with one from Aline, 
written without his knowledge, two days later, not 
worded so as to alarm — for that note had not then 
been struck, but transmitting, unintentionally and un- 
expressed, a dread intuition. Unsummoned, Mrs. 
Rosser determined to start for Port Alba, and was 
now on her way thither, her heart wild with bitterness, 
anger, and desperate sorrow. 

So sure she felt of that which was before her that, 
when she got there, what she heard brought no fresh 
shock. Had she not known, when she set forth, and 
as certainly as by special revelation, that she would not 
find her son alive ? 

Thought and feeling had travelled even farther, say- 
ing fiercely, " He could not be more lost to me than he 
is — than he was before." 

Pity for the one left — the one who had taken him from 
them — was numb — unwilling ; long-pent-up jealous 
animosity was loosed, and well nigh uncontrollable 
even at this, their first meeting. Her heart, in savage 
maternity, was crying out to her in relentless exultation 
that Elwyn was hers again at last — hers, now that he 
lay dead. 

For death, that cancels many a feud and real or 
fancied wrong, worked contrariwise here. The un- 
welcome link between her and the stranger-wife broken, 
it mattered not at all to Mrs. Rosser what Aline thought 
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of her. No motive now for self-restraint or disguise. 
Beyond preserving the outward forms of propriety which 
habit and self-respect made a second nature to her, she 
cared little what irrational hostility or injustice she 
might betray. She would have shunned the meeting 
altogether had that been possible. It was Elwyn she 
wanted to see ; now that he was hers again. Only let 
her be alone with him once more ! 

But the message of that Silent Voice was to another 
effect. 

That was Elwyn — yes — but not her Elwyn — ^not the 
son she had known. Elwyn lifted on to a higher plane, 
and not by death, but by life, and by love — the love of 
Aline. 

Just one instant of awe and reverence, then came 
quick revulsion, then a passion of jealous resentment, 
repressed but inextinguishable. 

She, that Daughter of Heth, with her superfine attain- 
ments — she had taken him for her own, changed him 
so that hers, even in the grave, he would remain. 

The grave — ^at LlanfFelix, by the mother's decree, 
as against Aline's wistful supplication. She, the sur- 
vivor, was still in the half trance-like state of one over- 
strung, uplifted — still out of touch with earthly things 
— the lingering sense of communion with Elwyn so 
strong and real, seeming that the loss was the unreal, 
the unrealised thing. 

But LlanfFelix — a strange place to her — one where he 
and she had never been together — never would be, now ! 
She would have pleaded for Yewdene, where they first 
met — or even for Port Alba, in whose shady, sequestered. 
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ancient churchyard, ah, only the other day, he and she 
had agreed one might contentedly find one's last resting- 
place. 

The mother rose and burst out with an exceeding 
bitter cry : 

" You have taken his soul — ^his immortal soul — from 
me and mine. These, at least — these mortal remains — 
let me keep ! " 

So Aline came to Trearavon. 

It had been forced in upon Mrs. Rosser how all her 
judgments and estimates of her had been wrong — and 
wronging to Elwyn as well as to his choice. She, the 
Englishwoman, had conquered at the last — too late. 

For just to her now she could never be — the will was 
wanting. That the love she had withstood with might 
and main was worthy of the dead, her clear head and 
fair mind must recognise. But the sense of mistake, 
the breaking down of her magnificent disdain, brought 
no repentance, no relenting. The distance, the stern 
and solemn calm of her attitude, remained unbroken. 

The sisters — Aline felt she might have loved them, 
and they her ; but the moment was none for the nearer, 
familiar approach of perfect strangers. 

The girl-widow*s present path was marked out for 

her, destiny mercifully sparing her in this hour the 

burden of choice. More than ever in his life her father 

now wanted a stand-by ; his luckless bridal having 

brought with it dire tribulation, and boding nothing else. 
• •••>. 

" To you he is not lost — not utterly ! " 

These, Mrs. Rosser*s last words to Aline, were cried 

10 
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out suddenly, painfully. They startled her as breathing 
of remorseful pleading ; they bespoke something more 
— earnest aspiration. They rang in the ears of the 
one departing, unforgettable in their impetuosity and 
conviction. 

Memory is life. Not all of us can accept this saying ; 
and to Aline there had come a certain hope — a hope not 
unmixed with fear of its fulfilment. Yet in that hope 
lay life ; if but that hope might be ! 



^n Undesirable Alien 



In the morning it was merely a labourer's roughcast, 
two-roomed thatched cottage, and one that you, in 
passing, would have condemned because of its narrow 
window-space and lack of water supply. 

But no sooner did the western sun come shining 
through the group of trees facing which it stood — 
looking like a beehive in a grove, sheltered and shadowed 
by a semicircle of fir and ash springing from the low 
bank beside it — than the spirit of the place came out and 
worked a magic. There stood, as it were, the witch 
C9ttage of a fairy tale, or the dwelling of some hermit of 
old, where the Knight Errant of Romance, riding up 
one of the five cross-roads that here meet in the shade, 
would rein in and sue for rest and refreshment. 

Then, to complete the illusion, an ancient, white- 
bearded figure would stand forth, as it might be some old 
harper of King Arthur's halls, fallen upon evil days but 
moving nobly in his shredded and patched raiment. 
His face, with its blanched, elegantly cut features and 
contemplative air, was the face of a bard ; but that 
dreamy blue eye could wake to the sharpness of a weasel's 

at the mere mention of mole-catching or other sport. 

147 
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His name was Rhydderch Morris, his wife's was Martha, 
and their habitation The Lodge, Bryncennin, near 
LlanfFelix, South Wales. 

Never was a more harmonious contrast than that 
presented by Martha, shrewd of face, solid of build and 
grown stout, and her frail, almost ethereal-looking 
partner. Rhydderch, trailing firewood home from the 
pine grove, or seated shelling a heap of nuts on the 
mossy bank beside his cottage door, or weaving willow 
baskets on the winter hearth, Martha sitting by, knitting 
steadily, made pictures not to be forgotten. Guests at 
Bryncennin never failed to be charmed by the old couple. 
They were sketched by an English artist of note for his 
Academy picture of " Philemon and Baucis " concluding 
their long and peaceful lives in the A ready where, 
together, they had been spent. 

The lady of Bryncennin did not undeceive the painter ; 
but, when a minor poet began versifying the same idea 
in her Visitors' Book, she spoke : 

" Only this * Philemon ' has been a collier all his 
life." 

" A collier ? " gasped the idyllist. " Why, he was 
talking to me yesterday of his boyhood here forty or 
fifty years since, and his birthplace — Pontyclerc Cottage, 
somewhere down the old coach road by the Lodge." 

" Yes. It's a heap of ruins now. He went from here 
when a mere lad to work in the Rhondda Valley. 
^ Baucis ' is his second wife. She too had a past when 
they married : a grown-up family by her first husband, 
who was English. She comes from a distant border 
countv." 
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Yes, the peasant pair had seen life and knew more ot 
it than Miss Durden or the minor poet were ever likely 
to know. But we have only to do with the former in 
their days of dignified retirement at the Lodge ; days of 
work, unhasting, unresting, in their garden — a rood or 
so of highly cultivated ground behind the hedgerow at a 
stone's cast from their door. 

Here one chill October morning Rhydderch was 
" lifting " potatoes when Martha, staggering with a 
sackful across to the cottage, espied a figure moving up 
the three miles* hill of a high road leading down to 
LlanfFelix. A tramp, out of doubt ; so a devious some- 
thing in his gait, air, and way of wearing his clothes, 
while yet a great way oflF proclaimed him. Her attitude 
to such too common objects of this country was kindlily 
discreet. A drink of water — or milk if there was any — 
might be theirs for the asking. If alms were begged 
urgently, she would bestow a halfpenny with a solemn, 
sacrificial, widow's-mite gesture. There was nothing, 
indeed, about the Morrises — faring roughly and toiling 
hard, and in half-patched clothing — to suggest anything 
but poverty and a certain struggle to make the two ends 
meet. 

She watched the wanderer as he approached : a strong- 
looking, roughly-built fellow, with no fool's face under his 
slouched cap. 

" May an Englishman speak to you, ma'am ? " The 
tone of offhand freedom and cheerful pleasantry with 
which he accosted her took her by surprise. 

" You are English ? " she said inquiringly. 

*' Blame the mother who bore me and the father she 
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chose for me (poor souls ! they lie in their graves) for 
that," he retorted. " To be Welsh born would have 
pleased Tim Brady — would have pleased me better. 
That is — ^you are Welsh yourself, ma'am ? '* 

She nodded. 

" It's not from your speech, then, I'd have known it. 
Why, you might be native-born English. I've met few 
here of whom I could say that." 

Mrs. Morris was so used to compliments on her 
familiarity with this foreign tongue that she accepted 
this one as genuine, never bethinking her that she had 
scarcely spoken three words to this man. 

Here old Rhydderch showed himself at the garden gate. 
Who was discoursing thus lightly with his Martha ? 

" Your goodman ? " asked the stranger. Then as 
Martha assented, '* May a poor man wish you good-day, 
sir ? " he said, dofEng his cap. 

" A poor man myself," said Rhydderch, with a grace 
and a wave of the hand worthy of a king in exile. 
" What can I do for you ? " 

" How much farther to Llandarren ? " 

" For myself two hours at the least ; for you rather 
less. Have you work there ? " 

" I go to look for it. Unless," he hesitated, " you or 
some other gentleman could put me up to a job nearer. 
I'm weary and footsore with walking all the way from 
Swansea." 

" No," Rhydderch shook his fine head, surveying this 
stalwart, well-spoken gentleman of the road with some 
interest. " Except," he added doubtfully, but struck by 
an idea, ^^you had a mind to lend a hand with the 
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potatoes for a trifle. Fm not the man I was once, and 
my good wife there is getting on. What, now, would 
you ask ? " 

After some palaver they were agreed ; and until 
nightfall three worked together briskly in the patch. 
Certainly the labourer proved worthy of his hire, which 
included board and lodging for the night. With mourn- 
ful envy did old Rhydderch, forced in his declining years 
to hoard and carefully eke out the shrinking remnant of 
his strength, behold this splendid hireling fling his physical 
energy about with a "plenty more where that came 
from " air. Such a one should be doing better in the 
world than seemed to be his case. 

" To think, now, that a strong, smart young fellow 
like you should be working as a journeyman for one like 
me ! " he wondered inquisitively aloud. 

" My own fault — my own doing ! " owned the other 
frankly. " A quarrel I had with my employer — a good 
employer too ! And all for a shilling ! I'm sorry now 
I stood out. But there, they drive us to it, these masters. 
We've to teach them they can't have everything their 
own way with us as they expect." 

This sentiment was approved and agreed to. 

Yes, it was Swansea he came from last. Oh, Swansea 
was a big place. And a bad one ! All towns were 
wicked. It was in the country — country like this — that 
he, Tim Brady, would choose to live. Only — was there 
any money to be made there ? 

" No" man and wife hastily afiirmed in a breath. A 
bare living at the utmost, and for that you must work 
hard — too hard. 
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America was the place, rejoined their new friend. It 
was there he would go if he had the passage money. 
He knew men who had gone. Men grew rich there ; 
but how ? 

And that evening, by the wide hearth, Brady treated 
them to tales of the West — tales wondrous and wicked ; 
the more wicked the more keenly relished by the dear 
old people, who listened greedily, pleasantly agitated as 
by thrilling fiction, which perhaps it all was. Miss 
Durden, of Bryncennin, passing in at the gate of her 
grounds, heard the story-teller's voice and caught a 
glimpse of the trio through the open door. Who on 
earth, she wondered, was this "Englishman from the 
Emerald Isle " (as some here put it) who was the night's 
guest at the Lodge ? 

Sleep ? He ? Just wherever they chose to put him. 
Tim Brady wasn't one to lie awake. On the oak settle 
here in the kitchen he'd be snug — snug as a rabbit, nor 
envy them their bed-chamber — fit for a lady born though 
it was. An admiring peep showed him the door and 
front wall inside draped with yards and yards of art 
muslin ; a piece begged of Miss Durden to hide dis- 
coloured wall paper. Now weren't those hangings a bit 
comestible ? Combustible, he meant, but somehow they 
understood, and Morris quite agreed with him. " Only 
my wife says, since we never strike a light in here we 
are safe." " What do you want with a light to go to 
bed by ? " said Martha scornfully. " Good night, now.'* 
So they went in, drawing the bolt. 

Morning saw them busy again in the potato patch. 
The day was warm, and after the midday meal by 
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general consent there was a lengthy halt. Outside the 
cottage door they sat ; the hireling stretched himself at 
full length on the mossy bank, and presently fell sound 
asleep ; when the old people dropped naturally into their 
native Welsh. 

" How he sleeps ! " sighed Rhydderch, pointing with 
his pipe to the recumbent brawny form. 

« Like a child." 

** Ah, he is light-hearted, though penniless." Morris 
'spoke feelingly with a regretful backward glance at his 
own light youth. Drawing a tattered newspaper from 
his pocket he began to read aloud the day's chronicle of 
battle, murder, and sudden death all the world over, 
compounded * for the individual interest of the average 
reader. The worst horrors exhausted, there followed 
the grave item : " Failure of the Bethesda Bank!^ 

" There ! " said his wife, triumphantly. " What did 
I tell you ? Now, but for me, Rhydderch, our money 
might have gone with that bank (or some other — they 
are all alike, unsafe) instead of lying as it does snug and 
sure between the mattresses," 

" Hush, hush you ! " prayed old Morris in terror. 
True, the stranger there was fest asleep. Besides, they 
were speaking Welsh, of which he professed ignorance. 
Still, stones — trees — have ears when you talk secrets. 
But the solitude and stillness around were unbroken, 
and Rhydderch quietly resumed his pipe and his tran- 
quillity. 

" Keep out of banks," Martha insisted. "The clerks 
they gossip ; people get to know you have two — three 
hundred pounds or more lying there. You are rich, they 
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say. Then they will be coming — the minister, the 
spendthrift, the beggar — ^asking ; the shopkeeper puts 
up his prices, the landlord raises the rent — they make it 
hard for you to keep your own. You are going to your 
pocket till it is empty." 

He could not contradict her, but his attention was now 
fastened on the column devoted to poetry, of which he 
was fond, and which interested her less. Her roving eye 
rested by chance on the somnolent hireling's head, and 
under the cap she caught a gleam — a sunlight glint, was 
it, or an astutely open eye ? Something that begat in 
her a moment's uneasiness. Was the sleeper shamming, 
and at this moment awake, alert, and listening ? Nay, 
the sparkle went out, the figure never stirred ; the un- 
comfortable idea was dismissed. But it had given her a 
turn. 

" I am thirsty," said old Morris, " Fetch me a drink, 
wife," 

She crossed to the cottage for some water. When 
she returned the shutting of the gate roused the slebper, 
who sat up dazedly, as one abruptly wakened. 

That was a snooze he had had ! Well, he was going 
to make up for it now. The weather threatened a 
change. They must finish tha«. night ; but it was past 
seven before, the last load lifted, they were about to shut 
themselves in for a hearth chat, when a child messenger 
came hurrying up breathlessly from the hill, 

" Morris, you're wanted at Pen Draw. Your brother 
is very much worse. The doctor says he will hardly 
pass the night. They want you to come to him at 



once." 



AN UNDESIRABLE ALIEN 155 

This summons to the bedside of his long invalided 
relative flurried but scarcely startled the old man. Oh, 
yes, he must go, after settling accounts with Brady. 
But a second night's lodging had been promised him, 
and Rhydderch Morris felt embarrassed. To turn him 
out would have been the act of a churl, suggesting a 
distrust he did not feel. Martha, too, had all but for- 
gotten her momentary fears. She was cheerful and 
accommodating, and Brady made things easy for both. 
He would not incommode them, not he ; not for the 
whole world. All he wanted was a few hours* sleep on 
a kitchen bench. He would be oflF before daybreak so 
as to catch the early worm at Llandarren. " But I 
shall carry you both in my heart," he affirmed, shaking 
hands with the host with unaffected cordiality. So 
Morris hurried off to LlanfFelix ; his wife hung about the 
kitchen awhile, talking of the sick brother-in-law, his 
symptoms, and above all, of his spiritual condition, which 
preoccupied her sadly, and which she seemed to know as 
intimately as the bread of last week's baking, while 
entertaining thereof a less favourable opinion. Small 
blame to Tim Brady if he could neither feel nor feign 
much concern in the matter. He was drowsy, too, after 
a hot day's toil. 

"Well, friend," said Mrs. Morris presently, "you 
want rest and so, I think, do I. There's fire on the 
hearth still. I leave you to finish your pipe. Goodbye 
and good-night to you." 

So out went Martha into the bedchamber, bolting 
herself in. 

She got to bed, but not to sleep as quickly as was her 
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wont. Her brain, fevered by the strain of muscular 
exertion, ran restlessly on the trouble of this brother-in- 
law. He had had as alarming attacks before and rallied 
from them. But supposing this time he did not. Dead 
or dying, he, no special friend of hers otherwise, became 
an object of sudden and surpassing interest. What sort 
of fate was in store for him in the other world ? The 
fascination of the horrible, to which most of us are prone 
in some form, took full possession of her, and lurid depths 
opened to her imagination run wild. Actual nightmare 
was not unknown to Martha Morris, but, firm believer 
and devout chapel-goer though she was, it seldom took a 
religious form. To-night it did so ; and when at last 
she slept, the waking dream, unchecked, became ten 
times more vivid, more terrifying. Flames — z pit of fire 
— the fire everlasting, flames tormenting, never to be 
quenched, whose illuminating blaze showed awful shapes, 
monstrous demons grinning fiercely. Martha, Martha, 
what ails your honest, childlike, innocent head ? And 
now the flames roar, the tongues of fire shoot out and 
curl and hiss, and the devil-adversary, incarnate, bursts 
out of the furnace and glares at her, seeking whom he 
may devour. ... 

Martha was sitting up in bed, with a circle of roaring 
flames encompassing her. Then came a frightful crash, 
with a shock that was like a blow on the head. The 
Last Day had come, out of doubt. She had secretly 
hoped that she was prepared. But what had it brought 
to her, Martha Morris, for her portion ? Hell-fire, with 
the devil and his angels. An evil face met hers in the 
fiery glare ; a look of desperate, determined greed and 
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lawless violence, that burnt itself into her memory for 
ever. And yet there was something not quite unfamiliar 
to her about this Satan. Now he spoke in a human 
voice that awoke recent echoes in her ears. 

" Mrs. Morris, get up — come out ! Make haste ! 
Fire ! The house is burning ! " 

" Fire ! The house is burning ! " Her lips moved 
feebly, as it repeating his words like a ohild ; but no 
sound came. Panic-struck, she seemed turned to stone. 

Brady, for it was he, dragged her out of bed and from 

the room out of doors, where she sank in a helpless heap 

on the bank. Satan rushed back into the cottage and 

presently brought out the blanket she had given him for 

a coverlet, and threw it round her. " There, you are 

safe here. Wait while I run to the big house — to 

Bryncennin — for help." And he disappeared in the 

darkness through the white gate that led into Miss 

Durden's grounds. 

• . . • • 

, How long Martha "waited" she never could have 
told. Slowly, yet gradually, she came to her senses* 
Her brain cleared a little ; she understood that the end of 
the world was not yet ; that " Satan " had come to save, 
not to destroy ; thus she had not been called to account 
or lost hope of salvation. But, this nightmare removed, 
other minor griefs assailed her, under whose weight she 
sank, as she sat thg:e, her head buried in her hands. 
Here was her home, her chosen cottage on the hill, 
where she and Rhydderch meant to live on till they 
died — in flames, burnt out. Brady had said so. A 
thatched roof, unceiled underneath, old wooden rafters 
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exposed everywhere, in kitchen and bedchamber-ceilings 
below. Not Miss Durden and her menservants and 
maidservants all could help to stop it. To-morrow she 
and her old man would be homeless, roofless, as the 
tramp they had harboured. Still too overcome by the 
shocks undergone to look up or to stir, she was brooding 
over their plight when the sound of footsteps roused her, 
and broke her lethargy of woe. Doubtless Tim Brady 
at last returning with help from Bryncennin. 

Strange that the footsteps approaching seemed so 
deliberate and slow, and from the opposite direction. 
Daybreak had come, and the sight of old Morris, for 
it was he, trudging up the hill from Llanfielix brought 
her suddenly to herself. He looked pale but placid ; the 
sick man having taken a more favourable turn, all the 
immediate danger had passed over, and he had come 
home, but to find his wife, a half-crazed, half^dressed 
creature, cowering on the cold ground in a blanket. 

" The house — our house is on fire," she managed to 
tell him. 

« What ? Brady— where is he ? " 

" The Lodge is burnt ; burning still " — she had not 
yet ventured to look that way. 

" But the Englishman ? Why is he not here ? " 

" He has run oflF to Bryncennin for help." 

The old man, half mazed, stood staring at the four 
cottage walls and thatch, apparently intact. Was she 
demented ? He peered cautiously through the wide- 
open house door and was met by a strong smell of 
burning, but taking courage, in he went. 

The fire had consumed the bedroom hangings to the 
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last shred, but had quickly burnt itself out and wreaked 
no further havoc. Even the bedclothes, though scorched 
and damaged here and there, had never been aflame. He 
hastened back to reassure Martha as to the extent of 
the mischief; and she, her mind helped by his familiar 
presence to recover its balance, related as much as she 
knew of what had taken place. 

A sudden terrible suspicion seized on old Rhydderch 
at once. He rushed back into the bedroom and came 
out again all of a tremble, hair and beard dishevelled, 
eyes wild with anger. 

" He has done it ! That tramp, that thief ! The 
bag with the money has gone ! He has taken it. He 
made the fire ; a pretence for bursting open the bedroom 
door. Martha, he has gone off with our all ! He 
trusted the flames would destroy all proof of his guilt. 
It is all gone ! The savings of our whole lives ! We 
shall die paupers — as was he." 

He was sobbing hysterically, carried away by the 
passion of his sudden grief. The next moment he 
repented the outburst. Mrs. Morris's heart was set on 
their savings ; this fresh shock, after all she had just 
undergone, might be her death. But the words had 
gone forth. 

To his surprise she showed no emotion, which only^ 
frightened him the more, as unnatural. She fixed her 
eyes on his with a strange and unaccountable serenity, 
more perturbing than mourning and woe. It was clean 
out of her mind she must have gone. It would be 
no wonder. 

Rising, she took his hand and led him slowly. 
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solemnly, to a spot at the back of the cottage where, 
under a large, flat, inconspicuous stone, they were used 
on occasion to deposit the door key. At a sign from 
her he lifted it. Here beneath lay, not, indeed, the 
bag, but its main contents, a flat parcel of j^io notes 
that crackled reassuringly. 

" This afternoon I had a moment's suspicion of him,'* 
she explained. ^^For an instant his eyes seemed open 
and he to be listening to our talk. Talking we had 
been of the money and where it lay. I went in to get 
you some water, and I said to myself, ' Who knows ? 
He may imderstand Welsh, though he doesn't speak it. 
Well, if I move the money from where it is, it is no 
harm, and I shall sleep better.' (Oh, but there I was 
wrong ! I could not live through another such a night.) 
Afterwards I felt so sure I had been mistaken in dis- 
trusting him, I put the thought from me that I had 
ever done so. Oh, the traitor, the evil-doer ! He has 
the empty bag for his pains ! ' " 

" Well, sure ! " The old man was quaking still from 
the triple scare ; of incendiarism, robbery, and his wife's 
loss of her reason ; empty fears though they all had 
proved. Together the pair tottered over to Bryncennin, 
in whose warm and hospitable kitchen they gave sooth- 
ing vent to their agitation by recounting their adventures ; 
and gradually a sense of better being was established. 
The Lodge was unconsumed, the money safe in 
Rhydderch's pocket ; they were quit for the loss ot 
the presentation art-muslin, fired by the vagabond — 
turned to a rufiian by opportunity and greed — by means 
of a red-hot wire thrust through the keyhole. 
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Closer examination, however, revealed that one bank- 
note was missing, a fiver, recently added to the store j 
and thrust hastily into the bag, unenclosed in the parcel 
with the rest. Neither it nor the delinquent were ever 
heard of again in the Principality, the one having 
probably enabled the other to ship to parts of the earth 
where Rhydderch and Martha Morris, though the loss 
rankles, think it vain to prosecute inquiries. 

But they have agreed to bank the remainder. 



II 



Comic Objects of the Country 

Being the Impressions of an Industrial School Boy 

What had I done for to get clapped into a 'Dustrial 
School ? Say, what hadn't I, rather ? 

There's fool-chaps gets put away there all along of 
askin' of a kind lady to give 'em a cup o' tea. U. S. — 
short for Eustace Smart — (that's me) ain't one of they. 
Beggin' bein' a criminal offence, better get took for 
burglary at once, surely I 'Tain't as I holds with 
Burglary for Boys. Smacks o' playgame, which lowers 
the business to my eye. No. Burglary never was 
my form. 

Sneakin' o' stamps and halfpence don't count. Lord ! 

I've known gentleman-father of a family as was forced 

to start a penny-in-the-slot thing in his hall to stop the 

lot of his genteel household from a-makin' free with his 

King^s heads. As to gents as leaves coppers in pockets 

of coats as they gives you to brush — well, I take it 

that's their genteel way of tippin' of the little lad. Ah, 

I was a House-boy once ! My House people were very 

kind to me ; but you know what Servants are ! Six 

months of that, and I chucked it. 

163 
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*Twas then I had the time of my life ; the roarin' 
good time no man but the street boy quite beyond 
parental control (mine were poor creatures both) ever 
gets. Nothing nor nobody to fear. The Force, 
a-mopin* there round the street corner, why, we takes no 
more heed of he nor of the pillar-box. Nor him of us. 
He can't stop us, he knows. The lor can't get no fines 
outer we children ; it won't thrash us, and prison's no fit 
place for young innercents same as we. Safe, at worst, 
to be bound over under the First 'Fenders Acts, it's 
free as birds we is to go and do whatever we've a 
mind to. 

And that was Loot. Bell-pulls, plates, knobs — brass 
fittin's ginerally. Lord, how we raided Maida Vale and 
St. John's Wood in a single victorious happy an* glorious 
night ! There was a toflF a-residin' in Grandcourt 
Gardens near by as give us three farthin's each for the 
stuff. But the joy was in the work and dodgin' of the 
enemy. Ah, your London slum boy, he lives. Your 
young gentleman, he merely exists. 

But it was too fond of book-learnin' was U. S. That 
an* school was my undoin'. Had I been Smart by 
natur as by name, and shammed stupid, the master 
mightn't a* missed me so sore. But no chance for a 
promisin' scholar like I was ; and it's had up before the 
magistrate I got at last as an uncorrigible truant. I 
tried a whole box o' tricks on his Honor : Led away by 
older boys ; been readin' ** Rafiies " ; watchin' of a 
movin' show — " Life and Death of a Grand Old Cracks- 
man " ; sufPrin' from delusions takin* the form of an 
unresistible desire to steal somethink ; they wouldn't go 
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off — not even a-cryin' and a-callin' for mother. Three 
years in a 'Dustrial School he gave me. Yah, he 
oughter go through it himself; and so I telled him, 
causin' loud laughter in court. 

Havin' told you as how I got in, as how I got out is 
told in two words : Exemplairy behaviour. There's 
fool-chaps tries scalin' walls an' winders, an' gets their 
bones broke, or a thrashin' for their reward. To such 
I say, ** Be a hangel an' the wings'U grow an' carry yer 
away, no man a-forbiddin' yer." Which was a figur of 
speech. But so it come to pass. 

It was just no blamed use fussin' an' spendin' any 
more on reformin' such a pattern of virtue an' forward 
schoolin' as U. S. becomed, and pretty quick, hey. So 
soon as fit and proper, I was drafted off for &rm service 
in the country. 'Ence these pages. 

Wales, where I was took, is very much country 
indeed. Sorter place we London people knows no more 
of than life on a Chinese junk. I've heard it was chose 
as a startin' ground for the Boy Farming-out Scheme as 
dumping us down at a safe distance from bad company, 
and as hoping we might there strike root. There's 
chaps as has ; but mostly speakin' it's too late to begin. 
Guess U. S. should have been dumped earlier. 

Now though I holds as the newspaper gents as writes 
books overrates the country that shockin', there's 
amusin' sights there to see, as you shall hear. Only 
take warnin' : if like U. S. you come frohi John Street, 
East London, you'll find it cruel hard to put up with the 
dirt an' bad smells outer doors ; used as we been 
to streets as is washed an' swept regular ; flushed o' 
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nights too an' all made sweet an' clean by the mornin*. 
Why, I seen a troop o' Boro' scavenger men a-lolHn* 
away the whole of a sunny afternoon a-flickin' and 
a-brushin' just a sprinklin* of dust from a London by-road. 
Nor has we known what 'tis like to be without a clean 
dry pavement to walk on, with shelter from the 
beggarly elements in archways an' shop doors always 
handy, and lighted proper 5 while here, though you're 
out in all weathers, it's through all the muck and the 
dark you must go. No boots fit for civilised lads' wear 
would stand it. And it's goodbye now to the fresh and 
sanitary sniff o' the asphalte, an' the petrol, an' them 
infectants they paints the drains red with. (Here they uses 
it on the sheep, but they smell bad all the same !) The 
reek of the cheese-room is fit to knock you down, but 
that's nothin' to what's lyin' in wait for you in wood- 
lands, fields, and hedges. " Tom, there's a corpse some- 
where. Is it a sheep or a man, d'ye think ? " says I to 
my mate — a Welsh lad — my first day in the open. 
" Bless you," says he, " why 'tis only one o' they bad 
mushrooms — fungus you say in English. Here we calls 
them ' everlasting potatoes.' " " And right you are," 
says I, '* for there's no end to their stink." Soon as 
you're outer that comes the stench of burnin' muck, or 
them fertilisers, chimerical and natural, which it is 
simply appallin'. Pig-sties — gosh ! — is nasty things as 
the lor didn't oughter allow to exist. Duckponds and 
watercourses, too — pah ! I'd sooner be a snipe of our 
John Street gutter nor o' they. Country noses takes 
these things for granted, you see. Same with funny 
sights, they don't tickle 'em. Cows now. 
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See'd for the first time outer a picture, or in partitions 
like, a hangin' at the butcher's, it kep' me on the full 
grin it did, that monster babby on four short legs it 
never learns how to use proper. Whatever your cow's 
a-doin' of, gettin' on her feet, jumpin', nmnin', buttih*, 
you'd swear it was for the first time. Dogs — why, even 
cats — ^along of movin' in human society, gets to catch 
the jist so of what you says to them. But cows has no 
sense, no mind but to go contrairy to what you want. 
Comes of their bein' all females, I suppose, as is milk- 
maids an' dairymaids mostly. 

One there was — an' a wicked old witch of a cow was 
she — but she knew a thing or two. As how to open 
gates an' get outer wheresoever she was put into where 
she didn't ought for to be. She'd watch you outer the 
corner of her wicked old eye by the hour for her chance 
of the mischief on which her heart was set. Pure love 
of sin 'twas, I'll swear. My mate Tom, a-coercin' of 
that old cow to Llanffelix market was a sight to make 
hangels weep — for laughin'. 

Country bosses runs to bulk, same as the elephant at 
the Zoo, only not baggy-hided like he, but fit to burst 
their fat old skins. How they can carry more nor their 
own size or be worth their stable-room, let alone their 
upkeep, I wonder ! But if" Boy," our biggest, belonged 
to me Vd not waste all that space and throw away such a 
good blackboard for advertisements. I'd just plaster him 
all over from mane to tail with Beecham's Pills or Col- 
man's Mustard, an' lead him, a walkin' hoardin', a 
processin' round the country. I put the notion before 
my boss, told, him there was money in it ; but he went 
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wild with rage and I had to run, though innercent of 
meanin' offence. They takes their live-stock very 
seriously here down in Wales. Yet I haven't clapped 
eyes on a horse you'd put a bet on, nor so much as a dog 
worth stealin'. 

Your grand Country Comique is the goose ; and it's 
my belief that he knows it, same as any playboy in the 
music-halls. I've seen him, G. Gander, Esq., go through 
it, time and again, fixed an' regular. Up he starts, 
a-breathin' out threatenins an' slaughter like the jealous 
mad husband in a mellow-drama. Flaps wings fit 
to break your arm, a-screechin' 'VI'U peck your eyes 
out if you dare look my wife's way again " ; then 
makes believe to rush you, who just winks an' waggles 
your stick, whereon he rights about an' waddles, slow- 
march, back to his goosey, a-chantin', soothin'-like and 
low, " Only my fun, stranger ! It's all in the part, 
see ? " 

Pigs ? A standin' joke is pigs ; savin' always the 
killin' of 'em. It's the day of the year here, sorter 
solemn feast day. Oh, grand ! That tit-bit I'll keep 
over for another story, fearin' for to shock my lady 
readers. But the joke of it, that makes the tend'rest 
hearted smile, is the amazin' quick change from the fussy, 
gruntin', squealin', wallowin' swine of the early mornin' 
into clean an' tidy pork sections, an' prime cuts of bacon 
for table consumption, of the afternoon. I know at 
Chicago Piggy trots in one end of a tube an' comes out 
as sausages at the other. But you spoils the eflFect of a 
thing by overdoin' of it, and so quick as your wits can't 
keep up with it. 
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Lambs, calves, colts, I skips. To name 'em is to grin. 
Why the infent four-legger should thus be born unpro- 
portionate an* out of gear, an* with no sense of the 
ridiclus, I wonder — ^unless 'tis to divert us with their 
antics. But another smart notion of mine I daren*t put 
before my boss is a Truant School for live-stock. 'Tis a 
cryin' need here. And 'tain't that they*re treated rough, 
by shyin' stones and sticks after 'em as they deserves, and 
as I should do if I was let. Yet they wanders shockin', 
and half the hands' time is swallered up with a-huntin' of 
*em up and a-runnin' of 'em in. An' comical though they 
shows at home, they's screamin' farce when broken loose. 
From the biggest bull to the littlest ducklin' they all 
does it. Guess they can't help it, bein' Welsh, an' long- 
in' for to show their independence. But I do wish the 
brutes' instincts was a bit more slavish. 'Twould save a 
lot of wear an' tear. 

Houses ? There's fine talkin' an' writin' of them solid 
old farm-houses. Solid, you bet, as suet puddin' ; but for 
'fBciency, and things requisite an' necessary for the body 
as for the soul, give me your jerry-built artisans' up-to- 
date dwellin' or lodgin'-house, with gas an' water, sinks 
an' taps proper, to name but a few. Why there's mansions 
here without so much as a door-bell or knocker for little 
chaps to ring or rat-tat an' run away — same as I used ; 
an' letter-boxes, as fittin's, seems unknown. Some of 
these old solids has a ladder does dooty for a staircase ; and 
it ain't my granny or grandad could scramble up an' down 
nimble, like the old folks here — that it's a treat to behold. 
But 'twould be poor fun for Londoners, used to the 
business-house lift. 
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Scenery ? You sees a long way in the country, but 
there's more to look at, like, in a single tram-top ride 
along Commercial Road than from the highest of these 
here hills. The views so fine I tells Tom I seen 'em 
all on the Mountain Railway, Shepherd's Bush. Rain- 
bows now — and Wales is strong in such, my word 
for that ! — never a one to beat the sample I mind once 
of an evenin' in Leicester Square — a-spannin* of the 
Alhambra Music Hall, as though made to special 
measurements. A party-coloured Elevated Foot-bridge 
for sky traffic. And oh Lord, the hootin' taxies, roarin' 
busses, the hustlin', bustlin', cussin' crowd underneath ! 
They set it off. All these ^Nature beauties wants the 
town, like, for to give 'em a relish. 

Song-birds ? Them strange twitterations birds makes, 
they calls music. I wonder why. If you or I was to 
make the like where'd the music be, I ask you ? 
When, like U. S., you've heard Melba, Tetrazzini, 
an' Cruso on the gramophone, you'd be ashamed not 
to know better. Music's a thing you do miss cruel 
in the country. Once, a-returnin' from taking of 
a pig to Llanffelix market, I heard sounds as made 
my heart jump. A barrel-organ 'twas, and a right 
comic object it did look, far, far away from its John 
Street home, a-grindin' of my pet piece, " Cavil, 
Area, Rusty, Kama," at a roadside pub. My, at the 
thrill of it, back I was in the old slum, with the little 
wee shops I knows so well. First and chiefest the gin- 
shop ; next, a lovely winderful of artificial teeth like 
dead men's jaws ; Moses, the pawnbroker, then the 
baccy store with postere outside tellin' of the awful 
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crimes an* fktal smashes we misses worse nor our daily 
bread, if so be as they don't occur. Next, ever such 
a smart set-out o* flash joolery, an' every passin' gal 
a-stoppin' for a stare. Last, the new store with its grand 
front round the corner, packed close with tasty tinned 
food-stufis. Chicago ! It made my mouth water to 
think of them things. Pity the poor country kiddies 
as grows up with never a sight of town and its amuse- 
ments. 

Folks ? Folks in the country is so few an' so far 
between they all counts. Now though country air don't 
by any means come up to its reputation, country airs 
is superior to anything we can do in the metropolis. 
Why, there I seen dukes, princes — Kings as is now — 
a-walkin' down to business (the House of Lords that 
is), or a-doin' of their shoppin' humble-like, just as if 
they was no one in particular, and a thankin' of the 
public not to notice them. Duffers ! Here, now, the 
King ain't in it, for side ! One or two big men sets the 
copy, and every other man, great an' small, gets as near 
it as he can, each a-mindin' to give himself airs over the 
next below. As I'll do, soon as I gets a rise ! 

Second to none in his airs is the Country Constable. 
Seldom seen, but then a-loungin' 'long the road, with 
nothing to mind or take notice of but his blessed self. 
As outer place, he looks, as a camel or a cassowary astray 
from a circus. *' Lord, man, however did you come here 
and whatever are you a-doin' of in this Garden of 
Eden ? " was on my tongue to ask him. But the 
police is so dull and so ill-read, you can't talk to them 
at all. 
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There's just one country sight beats the town shows 
holler ; the exception as proves the rule. One cold an* 
frosty morn in' as my boss an' I was a-muckin' and 
a-manicurin' of his old field, lazy-like — one as stands on end 
facin' Jones's land t'other side of the valley — we heard 
sounds as you don't hear every day of your life ; sounds 
like comin' from the earth and air at once. We stops an' 
looks up, and afore you could say " bang," see if there 
ain't the Hunt a-goin' by in full blast along the ridge 
opposite where Jones's man was a-ploughin'. Hounds 
yellin', hoofs clatterin', riders in pink coats racin' — ^aha, 
that waked us up, it did ! My boss, he's no respecter offoxes 
(as to which I could tell tales), he holds huntin', as damages 
his fences an' his crops, in contempt — or a sin as should 
be put down by the lor. All same, his face lit up at sight 
of that like a sky sign, an' his looks was catched and 
hung on to them hounds same as mine. They was on 
Jones's land, as farms under Sir Meuric Williams, you 
see, not my boss's. I never wished myself a dog but that 
once, but then I did. Oh, 'twas life to watch 'em, an' 
the bosses, an' the gents, some o' them ladies, a-sprintin' 
over hill an' dale ! ^//life's wasted as ain't spent huntin', 
say some. I guess 'tis — in the country. 

Then a strange thing happened, as they put in books. 
Them two horses as Jones's man was ploughin' with gets 
excited, starts snortin' an' prancin' as though gone stark 
mad. "Look at that," says my boss. "It's two of 
Sir Meuric's old hunters. He can't hold them. Lord, 
mercy, what will become of plough and man ? " 

Well, the man was "left lamen tin'," as I've heard 
sing. But the bosses — off and away they gallops, 
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a-dragggin* the plough after them as though 'twere their 
tails, tearin' through an opening in the hedge, a-neighin' 
out "Back to the Hunt," and foUers, plough and all, 
in the rear of the pack. 'Twas a queer sight. But, oh, 
and Fd a feller-feelin* for those two old gees, just as 
though I'd been a huntin' man myself. 



Girls ? Girls is girls an* funny everywheres, same town 
as country. If ever I could think myself back in the 
street-land I love so dear 'twas in LlanfFelix, early closin', 
servants' holiday-out afternoon. All over the place was 
girls. Stuck up things ! all hats, an' gigglin' at us boys 
as though we were there by mistake, an' they could do 
everything by lookin' an' talkin'. I hate girls ! 

One I didn't. Ethel her name was ; a daughter at 
the farm next door — ac/oss the hill, I mean. I could 
sight her three fields away. She never wore no hat in 
the open. Tall-lookin' she was, and her hair that thick 
an' soft ! If I shuts my eyes I see her now, a-watchin' 
the hay-cart pitch down the hilly field, or a-feedin* of 
her lamb ; mindin' me of pictures I seen in shop winders 
in the Strand. 

Once I remember a-comin' on her by surprise like, as 
she was leavin' an old wool-shed, with her arms chock 
full o* fleeces of her father's sheep — an' lookin' that 
pretty — prettier nor any picture. It knocked me clean 
sill v. 

" Why, Jim " (so they calls me on the farm), " what's 
the matter ? " she says, wondering like, but grave an' 
gentle as she always was. 
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There was I a standin' starin* owl-stupid at her, feelin* 
as only half awake an' dreamin' hard. 

" Well, it's just youy^ I told her, and all I could do to 
speak it, with voice and eyes gone queer of a sudden. 

" Me ? " she said, struck like. She didn't understand, 
no more did I. One minute we stood so, facin' one 
another — I and she. Then I turned away. 

An' when we London lads gets together and makes 
fun of Wales an' the Welsh, I see her sometimes as she 
looked and was. And the laugh goes outer the fiin, an' 
the jokes sounds dead stupid. 



Miss Durden of Bryncennin, as owns my boss's land, 
is a lady as takes int'rest in literature. So it happened I 
showed her these pages, askin' if she thought the Charity 
Organisation or Salvation Army would publish them for 
me. She said she didn't think it was quite in their line, 
but she'd see to it herself, if I'd let her. 

I didn't mind, I told her, provided she'd put my name 
an' didn't alter my work. I know the spelling an' 
grammar isn't right or regular all through, but once 
she started meddlin' 'twouldn't be mine no longer, see ? 

She asked me if I didn't feel cruel lonesome among a 
strange people speakin' a strange tongue. I telled her 
no. These farmers they treats us well accordin' to their 
lights, though they're a bit stodgy, an' don't afford much 
laughin' matter. I said I thought I'd get used to Welsh 
folk in time, an' pointed out as I'd learnt more of their 
lingo in six months than she in as many years. But 
what I'd never do with, as a Bermondsey boy born and 
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bred, is the country — lag-behind an' stationary in its 
fashions as it's bound to be. " You can't put the clock 
back, Miss ; and I'd sooner be a cab-runner in the Great 
Metropolis, where I was born, nor any thrivin' husband- 
man or rooral artisan in England and Wales." 



A House that Was 



..." Where we sang 
The mole now labours, and spiders hang." 

T. Hardy. 

I 

It was Ivy Harvey, a girl from Kansas, aged two-and- 
twenty, just disembarked on European shores. 

Her parents had treated her to a trip to England, and 
she was taking it, alone and as unconcernedly as though 
it were a mere run from London to the Isle of Wight. 

The liner Recordiana set her down at Fishguard, 
South Wales. " Land of a hundred castles," read Ivy 
from her guide-book. '* Say, I'll stop and sample one or 
two of these before I jog on.'* 

Now Ivy had never seen any ancient thing in her 
life. 

But before she was two days older she had viewed a 
cathedral whose bells were ringing in King John's time, 
a palace where men feasted in the days of the Black 
Prince, mysterious carved stone wayside crosses of untold 
antiquity, and castles such as made of all the wildest 
romances she had ever read and laughed at so many bits 
of real life, 

175 
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On the third afternoon — the morning had added a 
Merlin's cave and an Arthur's Stone to her Welsh 
records — ^she stood on the ramparts of Carreg Cenen, 
a ruined fortress great in story, back to the legendary 
days of the Wizard and the Warrior King, and looking 
as though sprung by magic from the precipitous rocky 
steep whence, from miles afar, it arrests the attention. 

Such tokens of things that have lasted — of continuous 
life and action unbroken from generation to generation — 
to the Britisher mere common objects of his country — 
were fascinating novelties to Ivy, half-mazing her with 
wonder and enjoyment. 

" I must grab on to that London express before break- 
fast to-morrow,'* she said, contemplating the rare and 
splendid panorama of mountain crags and evergreen 
pastures looking as if they were just created, " or I'll be 
staying here till I die ! I just can't believe these things 
have been round here all these ages — ^and I never 
dreamt ! " 

Now to get back to the Glendower Arms, LlanfFelix, 
five miles by the high road. Striking a bee-line across 
country. Ivy walked for two hours up and down deep 
land dips, numerous and undiscernible till you came upon 
them as crevasses in a glacier ; then followed a fisher- 
man's path by an alder-fringed brook to its full stop near 
a cottage farm, buried like a hermit's cell in a shady, 
sleepy hollow. 

" Well, I've loafed about a mighty sight," she sighed, 
" and all to end up with this shallow ! Hey, my dear 
boy in the barn there ! I want the way to LlanfFelix — 
if there is one." 
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The dear boy carefully shut all of him but his head 
and scowling face into the barn. But Ivy was not to be 
taken in by that scowl. "It just yells at you, * There's 
a stranger and an enemy coming along. Shoot, or hide ! ' 
But it means, ^ This young lady is about to address me 
in English, a foreign tongue with which circumstances 
have prevented my becoming sufficiently acquainted to 
enable me to reply with suitable fluency and ease. ' '* 

So Ivy smiled her winningest, and cooed entreaty, 
« LlanflFelix— where ? " 

He pointed to the setting sun, bawled something im- 
catchable, and bolted himself securely into the barn. 

Facing westward. Ivy explored two hilly fields, with 
no discoverable outlet till a kink in the hedge disclosed 
a little spiked iron gateway, as it were, into private 
grounds, and alongside a brick-walled enclosure. 

"That there's a large cabbage-patch," reasoned Ivy. 
" Should belong to a white man with an English tongue 
in his head." 

She broke through into a grass-grown glade — ringed 
with forest trees, gay underfoot with yellow Turk's-cap 
lilies, and blue wild hyacinths — and stopped short, met 
by something more beautiful than the loveliest dream. 

A tiny path slanting steeply and straightly upward, 
between two thin files of over-shadowing fir, ash, and 
sycamore, with an undergrowth of rich-flowering labur- 
num, whose branches, meeting overhead, formed a com- 
plete golden avenue, radiant, dazzling, for as far onward 
as eye could reach. 

" Oh, but thisiis Fairyland ! " exclaimed Ivy. " Fairy- 
land, saying, ^ Come and find me.' Wait, I'm coming." 

12 
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She wanted a peep through the dilapidated doorway 
into the herb-garden. Paradise forsaken and run wild. 
A hedgehog was sunning itself on a low stone bank ; a 
snake and a lizard slithered away at her tread. ^ Impish 
elves in disguise,'* her roused fancy suggested. Or 
spirits of departed presences revisiting, in these lowly 
shapes, their old haunts. Who knows ? 

"I'm just gone silly,'* she told herself. "But don't 
tell me I'm here in one and the same world as the 
Kansas Cowboys' Club, at Crack Ball Splitters." 

Onward she climbed under that golden arcade. The 
laburnum clusters, hanging thick as grapes in an Italian 
vineyard, almost touched her head, half intoxicating her 
with their fragrance, mingled with scents of hawthorn 
hedges in the fields beyond. A slit in the leafy screen 
startled her with a sudden passing glimpse of Carreg 
Cenen Castle, looking, by some trick of atmosphere, 
thirty miles ofF instead of three — dark, rugged, angular, 
like some mighty monster couched there and waiting to 
spring. 

Atop she found a little shrubbery gate. Close before 
her loomed the rough-cast walls and gables of a house, 
ancient looking and grey. 

Turning to say goodbye to the golden avenue. Ivy 
distinctly saw, or thought she saw, an ugly, hobgoblin- 
like thing — black monkey or manni kin— picking his way 
upward in her wake. Fancy, at her tricks again ! 
Nothing but the wriggling shadow of a dark bush in 
the breeze. " Git ! you bogey man ! " quoth Ivy, 
indignant though half scared by an illusion born, perhaps, 
of that sheer craving for crude contrast that drove court- 
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beauties of old to keep apes and black dwarfs at their 
sides as a set-ofF to their charms. 

Past a shrubber)r that was all blossom and no shrub, 
she slipped furtively by the veranda front, and round 
the angle to the drive and entrance door df solid oak 
under a pointed wooden porch. Ivy tugged at the old 
bell knob. But none answered. 

Glancing up at the chimneys, " Smoke means fire," 
she said hopefully. " Fire means man," and rang again. 
Still nothing happened. 

Came a faint shuffling as of slippered feet ; a hand 
groped at the latch, and the door was opened to her. 

II 

By a dead woman ! So it struck her. A corpse-thing. 
Ivy stood aghast, spellbound with horror, or she would 
have turned and fled from the shrivelled, vanishing- 
looking shape, huddled in a loose wrapper, the parched, 
blanched features, sunken eyes, and dishevelled hair, as 
it were, of a death's head, hastily enveloped in an old 
woollen shawl. 

Then, as she stood her ground, she perceived that 
those eyes were regarding her intelligently. She there 
was still living, though perhaps dying. Anyway, she 
looked it ; and compassion forbade Ivy to flee. 

" Oh, please excuse," she stammered out, " 1 Ve missed 
my way from Carreg Cenen, and thought to ask it. It's 
a long distance from over there. I've disturbed you. 
... I never meant . . ." Voice and nerve failed her 
to go on. 
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" What ! have you walked from Carreg Cenen ? ** 
said the Grey Lady kindly. " You must be very tired. 
Would you not like to rest yourself for a few minutes ? 
Will you come in ? " 

Ivy, who was quick-witted, had recovered herself. " I 
was a sheep to be scared so just because she looks a bit ill. 
Oh, I'll be pleased to," she responded aloud. There 
was nothing so very terrifying here after all when you 
came to look. The wasted features were delicate, the 
eyes came to life as the lips spoke. And Ivy had caught a 
glimpse of the old-world house interior. "I'm raging 
to see inside," she thought. "Just the quaintest old 
tenement ! with the dearest old lady ghost hanging on 
to it ! " For that it was a lady speaking was as obvious 
to her as, to the lady, that Ivy was an American girl on 
her travels. Such mutual introduction seemed enough, 
and she stepped into the little hall. 

Ravishing to Ivy beyond any millionaire's palace was 
the simple, sober symmetry of a Welsh country house — 
the old oak flooring, settle, chest, and woodwork. 
" Those fixings were sawn before ever the Mayflower 
set sail," she thought enviously. " And that oak stair- 
case I'd just love to carry straight off to Kansas City. 
Ho ! the lady ghost has a flesh-and-blood maid, at all 
events," as a female domestic showed herself at a door- 
way in the passage, eyeing Ivy unpleasantly. 

A handsome but evil and insolent face that gave her a 
turn, like the scarecrow her imagination had conjured 
up in the Golden Avenue. Better the Grey Ghost by 
far, Ivy felt, shut in with her now in the sitting-room 
opening on the veranda, a room whose faded, decaying 
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upholstery and tottering furniture seemed, like its 
occupant, perilously nearing its end. 

Like to like ! Ivy's young eyes flew straight to the 
one thing bright and beautiful here visible. A vignette 
portrait in pastels of a young girl that hung over the 
fireplace. 

Such a girl ! Coils of Italian-like dark hair crowning 
a brilliant young face, vivid-complexioned and of thrilling 
vivacity. It shone there like a jewel in a vault. What 
was it sent the visitor's eyes rebounding to the withered 
visage beneath the shawl, wondering doubtfully ? The 
Grey Lady shook her head. 

" My sister Julie," she said, " who died in May." 
Lingeringly, as to herself, she added, "The May after 
that likeness was painted." 

" What eyes ! " murmured the fascinated Ivy. " They 
dance, they sing. Yet — she died ? " 

The grey face smiled wistfully, the white lips let fall : 

^* Here where we were born and brought up — ^so 
suddenly — as by the visitation of God — she was taken. 
. . . Over forty years gone by." 

"And you, you poor old dear, have you been 
mouldering here ever since ? " Ivy wondered on silently. 
But she said, regarding the lovely hill-and-dale prospect 
from the windows, " What a beautiful place this is, and 
how happy you must be to live here and have all these 
enjoyments without the seeking ! " 

" While I," the other resumed unheedingly, " who 
had gone hence to be married at the New Year, was 
never to set foot in the old home again till . . . 
yesterday, was it ? No, longer ago than that, but not 
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much. One forgets. Few here now remember me or 
my dear — my lost husband." 

** A widow, then," thought Ivy pondering. " And 
she— Julie ? " 

" Never a bride ! " 

Ivy, startled at the prompt reply, perceived she had 
been thinking aloud. 

" Forgive me if I seem impertinent," she said. " But 
when people are nice to me as you have been I get 
interested in them, forget my play talk and company 
manners, and long to know what their lives are and all 
that they do and have done." 

She could not keep her eyes from that face on the 
wall there — " So fair and morning-eyed ! " ** She is 
beautiful," she let fall. 

" I was not," said the Grey Woman. " And yet " 

" It was you he preferred." The words sprang spon- 
taneously from Ivy's lips. 

The strangeness of it, that they two, only just met 
together, two with half a century and the ocean between 
their ages and their homes, and who did not know so 
much as one another's names, should be discoursing thus, 
was unfelt by both, as though mutually hypnotised. 
Ivy's sympathetic little soul went out to the lonely 
invalid. While to her, the native born, the Spirit of 
Place was calling back the remote facts that had deter- 
mined her life's course, and moving her to relate them 
to this eager and attractive listener who had dropped, as 
it were, from the clouds. 

"We were not brought up orderly — not like other 
girls. Father and mother had poor health, and lived in 
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a way of their own to humour it. Their dress and 
habits were peculiar ; they kept odd hours, paid no visits 
and received none. My Frankie and I used to meet by 
stealth in the lanes after dusk, till the whole country- 
side rang with our romance, shocked out of measure." 

" Why ?'* asked the New World maiden naively. 

" Well, it was not customary," her hostess explained 
with a passing smile. "Only farmers' or labourers' 
daughters did such things, and it was many generations 
since our husbandmen ancestors had struggled up into 
the ranks of the gentry. People wrote to tell my 
mother of the scandal. It had to be stopped, and we 
were forbidden to meet. Frankie and I stopped it. We 
ran away." 

" Oh, well done ! " came from the impulsive Ivy. She 
thought a good deal. The narrator pursued., 

" Julie was against it. She said, * He is delightful, but 
he will make you miserable. He must.' He was known 
for a waster and a free-liver. I said, *You wait here 
for your saint and prince. He loves me. And I ? 
By him I stand or fall. But I think ... I believe . . . 
that together we shall stand.' Then she helped us. 
Had she lived she would have agreed that I was right. 
And yet," in an undertone, distantly, "Julie was not 
quite wrong." 

Ivy felt as if between two phantom-like presences. 
For Julie there opposite, so fair and free-hearted in her 
unspent youth, radiant with energy and the joy of life, 
seemed every bit as real to her as the shadow-woman in 
the chair, the woman with the shrunken, marred visage, 
stamped with the wear and tear of a long and chequered 
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life — ^joys of the sweetest, sorrows of the sharpest, the 
tribulations and ups and down of a life lived out bravely 
to its desolate end. " Game to the last bunch of 
feathers ! " thought Ivy, admiring the spark of Julie-like 
animation smouldering in those dimmed and dimming 
eyes. Sister souls, Julie and she. But what an unspeak- 
able gap between their destinies ! Which, now, was the 
more blessed ? 



Ill 



Here a piece of buxom humanity — the sinister-looking 
maid-servant Ivy had caught sight of in the passage — 
came sauntering past the veranda. Her watchful stare 
inside was as purposely insolent as a grimace. The lady 
rose sharply, opened the window and stepped out to give 
some peremptory order. The reply it provoked Ivy did 
not catch, but it seemed of the box-on-the-ear, slap-in- 
the-face temper. A moment's altercation followed, then 
the maid walked away, but the little passage-at-arms had 
upset the old lady. With difficulty she got back into 
the room, a ghastly pallor on her cheek, a glassy look in 
her eyes. She staggered and fell. Ivy caught her in 
her arms and lifted her on to the sofa, shocked at finding 
but a mere featherweight to lift. 

" Fainted. Now if I yell for help," Ivy reflected, " it 
will only bring back that devil of a woman — enough to 
kill her outright." Without an instant's hesitation she 
went out into the passage and through a door into the 
servants' quarters, and faced the demon in her kitchen 
den. 
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" Some water for your mistress," she demanded. ** She 
has fainted." 

" My mistress, indeed ! " came the answer. " I take no 
orders from her — nor from you — whoever you may be." 

"I give no orders," said Ivy, promptly. Her sharp 
eyes had immediately detected a brandy bottle half full 
on the dresser. " But a thimbleful of that — if you can 
spare it — with some water, will bring her round. I 
would save you the trouble." 

She had scored — ^got what she wanted ; and in a few 
minutes had revived the prostrate invalid, who struggled 
to a sitting posture with a bewildered look round. ** You 
were taken bad," said Ivy soothingly, "and just toppling 
over when I caught you. I thought if I called your 
servant you might be annoyed." 

The lady shuddered. All that was left of her seemed 
to cling to the kindly girl. "Appallingly weak and 
ju$t terrified of that woman," thought Ivy, perplexed and 
concerned. 

" Not my servant," she was told. " She and her 
husband stayed on in charge here after the last owner's 
death, and my coming displeased her, for good reasons of 
her own. A strange breed too ; no native here." 

"Well, I tell you our home helps in Kansas don't 
spoil us," said Ivy feelingly, " but that type makes me 
feel boiling inside." 

The Grey Ghost smiled. The eye-spark flickered 
again, and in a few minutes she seemed to Ivy about as 
much alive as before. Presently, to their mutual 
surprise, the maid-demon brought in the tea, for which 
previous order had been given. 
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"Brazen thing!" thought Ivy; "she just wanted to 
know what we were doing. She can't look me in the 
face 9 though. Td give anything to see the inside of her 
head." 

Recalling that tea with the Grey Ghost, Ivy could 
think herself the dupe of false memory, though every 
detail of it is as clear to her mind's eye as a Dutch 
picture seen under a triplex American arc. 

" She who just now had seemed utterly broke in spirit 
and body seemed to grow almost fit again," so Ivy after- 
wards described the scene, " as she went chattering on 
at a great rate, telling me heaps and stacks of things — 
her life's tale, but all in scraps, like nuggets. A grey 
bundle of energy, sunk in the chair, she held me 
fast by a moving show of pictures in the web of her 
life." 

"A web of tangled yarn," from the leaving of 
her home, with one irrevocably dear, chronically un- 
deserving. One with lofty ideals, good gifts, and right 
intuitions, yet in conduct falling often below the level of 
the despised Philistine. One to wreck the life of a 
feebler partner — their life's voyage together a twenty 
years' venture — but whose bark her unflagging spirit and 
resource had kept afloat to the last. Children born and 
reared to become fresh springs of joy and of anguish ; 
bright hopes gleaming and ending like rockets ; poverty 
that failed to depress, windfalls that failed to enrich ; a 
haphazard existence spent chiefly abroad — for cheapness 
— births, sicknesses, deaths ; a troubled sea out of which 
in her widowhood she had drifted into a quiet backwater 
in a foreign town with a beloved son, the last survivor of 
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her offspring, not one of whom were built for a long 
span, alas I 

If, after losing him, she had gone on living, it was 
from habit only. 

And now the old home, passed long ago into the 
hands of distant kinsmen, had reverted to her ownership, 
heavily mortgaged and valueless, a prey to be handed over 
to the speculative builder — a mock heritage that had 
brought her hither from the little German capital where 
she still sat mourning for her best beloved. She was 
wanted here to order and to rule, but had arrived to 
succumb only, and to vanish. 

Every once in a while the graveyard shadow crept 
over her countenance, wiping out the life therein. She 
thrilled it back till the thread of reminiscence was 
ended, leading her on to where Julie had lain these 
many years. 

IV 

For it was only a flare-up after all. Back came that 
mortal pallor, never more to be driven away. The maid- 
devil re-entered stealthily. " Oh mercy ! " moaned poor 
Ivy, to whom the room seemed full of shudders. When 
that hard, cruel, handsome face had removed itself, 
together with the tea-things, the invalid, with a final 
efFort to rally, said feebly : 

"It's poor hospitality I've shown you, young 
lady ! " 

"Why no — quite a flourish tea, you mean," said Ivy 
cheerfully. " But I'm troubling you." The Grey Ghost 
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rose totteringly ; Ivy helped her back to the softi, where 
she lay unable to speak or to stir, Ivy now fully alive to 
her own predicament. Alone in a strange house with 
its dying mistress, an utter stranger. Ought she not 
properly to withdraw her interloping presence ? " And 
leave her with that she-devil ? " her nominal servant, 
the real mistress and tormentor of the moribund lady 
of the manor. ^^The idea makes me sick. But I must 
call some one." She moved, but the quick, appealing, 
detaining hold taken of the little dainty hand was heart- 
rending. " Hark you," said Ivy, steadily. " Strike me 
dead if I leave you alone with her ! Let me go. I'll 
polish her oflF, that I swear." Gently disengaging her- 
self she went quickly back to the dragon's den and 
asked her : 

" Where is your husband ? " 

" And what do you want with him, pray ? " demanded 
the woman, incensed. 

" I want you," said Ivy, " to tell him to go straight 
to Llanffelix for the doctor, and not to come back with- 
out him. The lady here is perilously ill — dying, 
I fear." 

" Oh these old people ! " was the rejoinder. " They 
give a lot of trouble ! Why can't she die and have 
done with it ? " 

" Mind you," said Ivy, restraining herself, " I am 
staying at the Glendower Arms in the town. If you 
refuse to take my warning and my advice — well, it shall 
be known there ; and you will be blamed, should this 
poor lady die unattended." 

The shot had told. That hostelry was one of stand- 
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ing. County families stayed there. Ivy might belong 
to one of these for all that the house-servant could tell. 
She went out into the yard. "Nat!" she shouted 
peremptorily. An absent-minded, subdued-looking 
Welshman emerged from the shed where he was 
chopping wood. Ivy stayed to hear the message given 
and see the man start, nothing loth, on his errand to 
the town. " Urgent, mind ! " she called out after him, 
and turning her back on the wife flew back to the 
faded parlour where the lady lay in a stupor. But she 
stirred faintly, and her eyes glimmered consciousness at 
the girl's approach. " I don't know who you are," she 
said, " but it seems to me I have been entertaining an 
angel unawares." 

"She's slipped back a few paces since I left the 
room," poor Ivy observed, dismayed. She was sinking 
fast now. Restoratives avail not where nothing is left 
to restore. Immeasurable to Ivy was the hour and a 
half that she sat there, by the light of a solitary candle, 
watching the departing spirit, herself on the verge of 
collapse under the nerve tension of the closing scene of 
that strange afternoon. Only Julie, who could never 
grow old, seemed to become more living, beaming joy 
and welcome down on the sister, worn and widowed, 
who was coming to meet her. This that was happening 
was not a calamity or a tragedy, but a change. So felt 
the looker-on. 

At intervals she spoke, in broken accents ; but through 
those disconnected utterances ran a traceable thread. 
Not death, but life taking lingering leave of her ; the 
latter years the first to slip away — widowhood, mother- 
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hood, wifehood — ^as a tale that is told. Then the love 
romance of half a century away. 

" He says there's none he'd rather meet 'neath moon or star 
Than me — of all that are ! " 

she said slowly, not loudly, with an emphasis that rings 
in the girl's ears to this day. 

Lastly, the old home life with Julie in the House that 
Was — things from the very Back of Beyond of memory ; 
snatches of talk and jest. She saw Julie everywhere — 
in Ivy — in the picture, fitfully recalling little happenings, 
follies, drolleries, things childish, even babyish, trifles 
every one, yet undying, as are things felt in the 
beginning, when Grod created the heavens and the earth ; 
and those young things questioned not but that for 
themselves and their pleasure they are and were created. 

At length, when Ivy was feeling almost as old as 
her charge, came the relieving sound of wheels on the 
drive — and an arrival. The Satanic servant woman, in 
the guise of a pattern parlourmaid and with the mien of 
a ministering angel, announced, ** Dr. Edwards.'* 

At the sight of the strong, benignant, prosperous, and 
fatherly looking professional man, Ivy was herself again 
at once. 

In a word or two she explained her position. A 
stranger to the patient, she was none — ^little though she 
suspected it — to the LlanfiFelix medical magnate. The 
pretty little American girl staying at the Glendower 
Arms had been the three days' wonder and talk of the 
town, and he accepted her accidental presence here 
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without surprise. Then he looked at the inanimate 
form on the sofa, put his finger on the flickering pulse 
and shook his head, saying : 

"Her life is over. Only her wonderful spirit has 
kept her here in this world so long. There is nothing 
to be done — nothing/' 

He seemed at least as concerned for the young lady 
herself, nerve- worn and wearied out. " You must get 
home," he told her. She hesitated, then came out 
with it : 

" I have vowed not to leave her alone with that — that 
creature ; I mean with nobody to moan to but that 
servant-woman. They had a little wrestling-match a 
while ago that ended disastrously, in a faint." She 
looked at him significantly, and saw he understood. 

"We feared as much," he sighed. "But it was 
difficult ; it seemed that it needed a stranger and a 
foreigner like yourself to interfere to protect her. But 
the man Nat, though a booby and a chicken-heart, is a 
good fellow, and I got enough out of him to make me 
bring a nurse along with me — one who knew her and 
whom once she knew — Ruth Harris, the daughter of old 
Betty who nursed them both." 

" Both ? " 

« Both." 

He was looking at Julie's &ce in the portrait, fixedly, 
intently, as though it meant something to him. Might 
his boyhood's romance, perhaps, lie buried in the grave 
with her ? — 2, student lad's adoration — a mere jest, perhaps, 
to the beauty there in the pride of her youth ? Ivy 
wondered, but she never knew. 
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^ I am sending my servant back to Llanfielix with an 
order," he said. ^' He shall drive you to the Glendower 
Arms." 

**If I am of no further service here/* Ivy assented. 
"Only . . . that serpent — that hateful woman. . . ." 

^^ Shall not come near her. You may trust Ruth not 
to leave her for a moment, and I myself shall stay on for 
as long as may be necessary." 

Ivy bent down and kissed the pale, fine forehead, then 
turned to go. The doctor shook hands with her, saying 
emphatically : 

*'You have done a beautiful thing, young lady — a 
thing for which I would thank you, as would not a few 
others that are left, right heartily, did they but know — 
softened the last hours of one of the cleverest and most 
charming women that they ever knew." 

Ivy drove from the door, her memory indelibly 
impressed by the image of the lady of the House 
that Was. 

She never recovered consciousness. Ivy heard on the 
morrow, but died at dawn, so quietly that to the watchers 
the moment was all but imperceptible when she crossed 
the border into the Land of Memory. 



The Courtship of " Ragged 

Robin " 



That was not his name, nor yet his nickname. 

In a lawyer's deed he would figure as Robert John 
David Morgan Lloyd, of Penglas. " Ragged Robin " 
was a fancy pet-name privately bestowed upon him by 
Miss Durden, of Bryncennin, the lady-owner of the 
substantial Welsh farm holding whereon, so far as in him 
lay, he flourished. 

He had nephews and nieces occupying good positions 
in the service of Church and State, as did their photo- 
graphs in Penglas farm parlour. Himself a son of the 
soil, he had been faithful, all his fifty years, to his Mother 
Earth. His only resemblance to the above-named pretty 
pink flower of his hay fields lay in a sort of naturally 
dilapidated cut ; a jagged negligence of hair, beard, gait, 
attitude, and attire. He might not be the most reputable 
ligure on the Bryncennin estate, but he was far and 
away the most picturesque. 

See him aslouch in the tedder, supplying the human 
touch to an exquisite pastoral ! Stand in the adjacent 
upland meadow and watch the cart as it crosses the sky- 

13 '^ 
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line, dimly seen between the three lights — daylight, 
twilight, and moonlight contending. Rose-colour in 
the west ; across the valley a wavy line of distant hills ; 
and a pale crescent moon hanging low, just over Robin's 
head as he and his equipage draw by, with a whirligig of 
hay in their wake. 

Or see him posed, leaning on his pitchfork, in a 
winter-bound wood, looking like an untidy Faun, or 
some higher deity in sylvan disguise ; his garb all run 
to fringe, as usual ; his face — well, if unclean, it was 
certainly not common, but it had never had fair play 
nor good treatment How fi&r the divine fire in his 
eyes was due to genius, and not to gin, it were un- 
gracious to inquire. Hear him discourse slowly, solemnly, 
of the frozen earth, undergoing a rest-cure, he considered, 
of fruitful promise for the coming May — as a man talks 
of his own. The inwardness of these things was in his 
utterances. He was nearer, more one with nature than 
the smart young finrmers, with their spruce neckties and 
music-hall whistlings. Between Robert John David 
Morgan Lloyd and the sheep and kine he tended there 
was a truer understanding. He did not expect more of 
them than they could easily give. Nothing like a sense 
of our own limitations to make us tolerant of incapacity 
in others. 

Still, it was only from the artistic point of view that 
he could command unqualified approval. His '^ habits '' 
were tacitly accepted by his kindred as unalterable. 
Ther* were things in this world you had to put up with, 
and Robert was one. But one shudders to think of his 
inevitable, his gruesome fate, had the lot fallen to him 
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in a town. In the home of his forefathers he just 
managed to hold up his unkempt head. A place on the 
hearth and at the board would be vouchsafed him up to 
the end. He might chafe under his subordination, he 
who should have been master and lord there, yet scarcely 
dared lift up his voice, much less overrule the decisions 
of his orderly sister and brother-in-law, who ran the 
farm. Still, he was sensible of where the blame lay ; 
and his attitude towards himself was, like theirs, one of 
faintly sentimental pity for the backslider. 

But if " Ragged Robin " was harmless, as mere man 
goes, agriculturally useful, and appealed pleasantly to idle 
poetic instincts, he suddenly became a haunting terror 
to Miss Durden, when it transpired that he was paying 
his addresses to Lois Roy, these many years the family 
housemaid, and become the treasure, the very pivot^of 
the household. 

No ordinary housemaid was Lois, but a personage, and 
a favourite wherever she showed her handsome, cheerful, 
buxom, bouncing self. I should weary you with a list 
of her many excellences. She combined the fine 
physique of the country-bred (which she was not) with 
the brisk wits and ways of the trained Londoner. Her 
age ? Pedantic to inquire. Lois was, and always had 
been, in the prime of life. Her faults ? Well, never 
were faults and virtues more interdependent than in her 
temperament. Her splendid vitality enabled her per- 
petually to defy the truths of logic, science, prudence — 
so far without dire disaster. Transported recently of a 
sudden from a London suburban residence to a wild 
Welsh mountain-side, remote from the numberless house- 
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hold conveniences and appliances she was used to see 
come penny-in-the-slot fashion, and to regard as indis- 
pensable as shoes and stockings, she was not disconcerted 
— not seriously. Nor was she a woman to depart one inch 
from her standard, or her style of dress, at the beck and 
call of a half-fashioned country with an ill-regulated 
climate. The mountain gales might blow the birds' 
nests out of the bushes, but seemed powerless to rumple 
her edifice of hair. Her smart gowns and hats with- 
stood the naughtiest pranks of the most abandoned 
weather. Order and symmetry were the gods of her 
idolatry ; and though not so weak a vessel as to break 
down under rough-and-tumble, makeshift conditions, 
look tolerantly on such things she would not. How she 
would have liked to tell these proud Celts in their own 
tongue what she thought of their manners and customs ! 
Much of her eloquent King's English was, she found, as 
a tinkling cymbal in their ears. But she interested them 
as a phenomenal person, too remote from themselves for 
them even to fancy they understood her, and she was 
good friends with all. 

When first "Ragged Robin," going farther, openly 
singled her out as a " tidy young woman " to admire, 
his little Welsh world laughed at the old bachelor. 
Nay, even after it had come to an offer of marriage, 
casually made at the kitchen door, the afiair seemed but 
an airy jest. Wicked Welsh lads egged him on, for the 
fiin of the thing, hinting at Lois's possible savings — 
while not for a twinkling second would Lois's English 
fellow-servants treat the matter as earnest. What ! 
Lois — Lois go with that tramp ! Judged by appearances, 
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indeed, you would have sworn that Robert John David 
Morgan Lloyd was quite out of the question. 

But the eye of experience, in Miss Durden, saw 
yawning depths beyond, and that there was trouble, 
sore and terrible, ahead. 

Friends gave facile advice. '* Women of Lois's age 
are susceptible to flattery. Do not let her tie herself to 
a man of that sort." And how to prevent it, pray? 
Here was a life-problem, common enough, but as feteful 
as any that Ibsen or Sudermann ever handled. Certainly 
Lois was human, and her Welsh conquest surprised and 
did not displease her. But Robin's real chance lay iif 
his wholly unintentional and unconscious appeal to her 
ultra-compassionate impulses. Now, against these, if 
mistress or menial had ever the inhumanity to argue, 
they succeeded only in sinking themselves in her esteem. 
Her rule was to give to those in want, nor look beyond 
— a magnificent principle, that made of Bryncennin a 
paradise for all the undesirable dogs, cats, fowls, in the 
vicinity — to poor, meek Miss Durden's untold discomfort 
and the destruction of her beloved garden. Well did 
those cunning animals — like beggars in the street — 
know how to impose on the kindly almoner at the 
back door by a theatrical display of woe. It was not 
difficult. 

Now " Ragged Robin " had obviously fallen some- 
what from the estate to which Robert John David 
Morgan Lloyd was born ; he lived and moved under 
a cloud, sometimes unfairly depreciated or put upon. 
Now the merest molehill of injustice could raise 
mountains of generous indignation in Lois. She was 
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one heedlessly to race down the road to ruin, to remedy 
some trifling wrong. 

The illusions of reason are more obdurate than those 
of sentiment. Speak to her ? As sensibly might the 
Dean " speak " to the dome of St. Paul's. Without 
jumping at the ofier, she had taken it in good part, and 
was kind and civil-tongued to her suitor. Henceforth 
he would waylay her as she went to the post, starting 
out suddenly from behind a hedge to renew his addresses, 
or call in on some pretext when the highly superior cook 
and housekeeper — whose steady glance he never could 
meet — was out of the way. In short, the pair were 
drifting steadily, cheerily on to Hymen and hopeless 
ruin of mind, body, and estate. 

High-handed interference with "servant" or " tenant" 
is obsolete as the feudal system. Moreover, Robert 
Lloyd was the scion of ancient tenantry, and had many a 
time enlarged to Miss Durden on his heart's desire to live 
and die on the old estate. How could even an English 
lady be so brutal as to hint to such a one that he would 
be a misalliance for her housemaid ? Lois, for her long 
and faithful service, was near to that lady's heart, and 
when informed that she had given her word in favour of 
Mr. Lloyd, of Penglas, for three whole nights Miss Durden 
never slept a wink. 

For "Ragged Robin's" "habits" were, alas! notorious. 
His own kindred might have their reasons for bearing 
with them philosophically — for them the thing was pos- 
sible ; but they meant misery and something- more to a 
wife like Lois. Regularity was the soul of her existence, 
and there was a point where her tolerance came to a full 
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stop. She would be wretched first, and come to hate 
him at last. She was excitable, had short patience with 
wrong, and was recklessly ready with boomerang-like 
repartee. Robert Lloyd was a mild man on the face of 
him, but every Cymro has a wildfire within him, to be 
reckoned with when incensed. Unable to retaliate 
adequately in a foreign tongue, he might — what might 
he not ? But Lois's face was set as a flint. There was 
nothing to do but to speculate, grimly, on the precise form 
the coming Village Tragedy would take. 

The matter had been kept quiet by the parties con- 
cerned, who disrelished the jocularity of the local wags. 
Miss Durden was just going back to her London flat for 
a week or two, taking Lois. Forthwith Mr. Lloyd 
announced his intention of visiting the metropolis. He 
had relations there who would house him, and he 
wanted Lois, in her leisure hours, to show him round. 
She was as willing as she was competent. What sort of 
figure. Miss Durden wondered, would " Ragged Robin " 
cut in the streets of the great city ? 

Nothing less like a husbandman in Sunday clothes was 
ever seen ! A smart journalist would have classed him, 
ofF-hand, as a decayed gentleman — one of the failures of 
our University system. He might be the legendary 
shabby-genteel baronet who has come down to driving a 
cab or turning a street-organ. He and Lois (looking as 
though she had unearthed some strange old uncle) went 
the round of the favourite entertainments, as orderly and 
soberly as you please. Any forlorn though fiendish hope 
in Lois's friends that his bacchic failing would loom large 
under the temptations of the big Babylon were very 
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properly disappointed. Then he went home. Lois saw 
him off at Paddington. Three days later she came to 
Miss Durden in tears. 

Tears, with Lois, were no melting mood, but tanta- 
mount to a positive announcement : to wit, that she had 
thrown up the sponge, and would not be responsible for 
whatever was going to happen now. She could not be 
miserable — ^no more than anything else — by halves. Miss 
Durden nerved herself, beset by distressful imaginings. 
*' What is it, Lois ? " she asked, with the calm of 
despair. 

*'Oh, Miss Durden ! " — Lois's speech was punctuated 
with sobs — "it's Robert . . . Mr. Lloyd. I feel . . . 
I am afraid ... I cannot marry him after all ! " 

" Praise Heaven for that ! " Miss Durden sang in her 
soul, and felt ten years younger on the spot. But she 
merely said, gravely, " Why is it ? You told me your 
mind was made up. What has he done ? " 

" Nothing — oh, nothing, poor man ! That's what's 
so dreadful ! " Her utterances after this were unintelli- 
gible unless you had known her for years. Well, there 
are awful mistakes in life you can never view as such, 
until perpetrated. Lois's engagement was one. But com- 
panionship in London — her real medium — had somehow 
brought home to her (she did not for the life of her know 
why, nor would even for a moment have admitted) that 
mutual fellowship was out of the question, and that part- 
nership would be her ruin. 

" Have you told him of your altered mmd ? " 

" I don't dare," she said shudderingly, " for fear of how 
he might take it. He's told me again and again I'm the 
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one bright star in his unhappy life ! I'm ever so sorry for 
him, poor dear ! If he thought I could forsake him I 
know it would drive him wild — or to drink — or to make 
away with himself. Oh, miss, what am I to do ? " 

Miss Durden preserved a thoughtful silence. 

" Perhaps," Lois sobbed, " I thought perhaps , . . you 
could tell him . • . break it to him . . . and see how he 
bears it." 

Of course Miss Durden undertook the task, but it was 
with dire forebodings that she returned to Bryncennin. 
Crimes of violence had hitherto been absent in that 
Arcadia. Probably no one there, so far as was known, 
had died other than a natural death, or furnished a lethal 
horror-paragraph for local papers. But the columns of 
the latter were never short of such blood-curdling events. 
A dispute about the rival merits of the English or Welsh 
languages had ended fatally only the other day. A brawl 
about a watercourse, or an open gate, leads frequently to 
assault and battery. So she kept deferring the dread 
ordeal, saying to herself daily she would send for him 
'' to-morrow." Then one " to-morrow," as she was 
leaving the house, she met him at the gate — demanding 
an interview — which she granted then and there, in un- 
speakable fear and trembling. Did he know ? Did he sus- 
pect ? Was he sober ? Would his wrath, his vengeance, 
fall on her — suspecting her meddling interference ? 

A weird presence, in characteristically ragged trousers, 
coat, comforter, and hat, he sat, confronting her. 
Sober he was, out of doubt, but that eye was like the dis- 
turbed and disturbing eye of a madman with some fell 
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purpose. Furtively she bethought her of how to flee, in 
the event of a "brain-storm" coming on. Had he, 
apprised of Lois's fickleness, murdered her, or another — 
seized by an " uncontrollable impulse '' to do something 
shocking ? It seemed written in his face : Bryncennin 
Horror ! Girl Shot ! Suicide of the Assailant. 

" I have a confession I wish to make to you," he said 
in a muffled, measured tone of ominous import, " but it 
must be a secret between you and me. Give me your 
promise." And she gave it, as you humour the mentally 
afflicted. 

a • . • • 

Half an hour later "Ragged Robin" had gone and 
Miss Durden sat shaking with joyous, half-hysterical 
laughter — laughter at her apprehensions that now seemed 
grotesque, and amusement at their complete removal and 
the manner of it. 

For the "confession" was to the efiect that closer 
contact with his fiancee's position, walk in life, circle of 
friends of her own class, and social ideas, had brought 
him sorrowfully to see that he, the rightful, if dethroned 
tenant-king of Penglas, would lose caste seriously by such 
a marriage. 

He might demean himself so far for love's sake. But 
such a match could never command the complete 
approval of his relatives. It would expose Lois to 
slights and slurs, which would pain him and make her 
uncomfortable. 

"I couldn't tell her this — I wouldn't wound her 
feelings — not for the whole world. But — ^I fear me — 
she would feel out of place amongst us. • . •" 
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Undoubtedly she would ! Here Miss Burden had 
chimed in with a sigh of sympathy. 

Could she get him out of it ? he wanted to know. 
Could she persuade Miss Roy that for both their sakes 
it were better they should be content to remain friends, 
and friends only ? 

Yes, she thought she could. He himself had furnished 
her with the word : "She would feel out of place among 
us ! " and in due course he learnt that Lois owned he 
and she were no proper match for one another, and that 
he was free. 

It is many moons since these events. Lois's honey- 
moon was amongst them. For she made a glorious 
love-match just a twelvemonth later, with an Admirable 
Crichton of an ex-butler — now a state official in a 
London Museum — and finds perfect felicity with him, 
at Peckham, 

" Ragged Robin " still adorns the green pastures and 
oaken groves of his birthplace, and is likely to do so 
for the best part of another half-century, the picture of 
a homekeeping vagabond — immovable, irreclaimable. 
But he has his innocent enjoyments, and among them 
is the deploring of what has really been his salvation : 
the dependence — the limitations of his lot. 



T'he Castle of Sleep 



H£ came upon it late one afternoon, worn, wet, and 
wearied by a fifty mile fight with foul weather. The 
cycle gave out first, vanquished, then the man. 
Instantly, as at a signal shot, the victor relented. The 
scenery shifted, the clouds vanished, and the sunset 
glory-^-enhanced by a magnificent rainbow arch — 
irradiated yonder, in the desert place alongside, the 
shape of a mighty ruin. 

A long, irregular frontage, broken by turrets and 
projections, scarred and wrinkled, but palatial and 
imposing even in utter decay, it rose, a giant monument 
of history and romance. 

" Oh, let's see this ! " gasped the cyclist, and spent his 
last breath, or next to it, in dragging himself and his 
machine across to the castle gatehouse, in whose shelter, 
from sheer exhaustion, he dropped, and went dead 
asleep. 

Alan Johns, journalist — his name and trade — travelled 
in literary work. A commission from a London syndi- 
cate had brought him hither, to furnish a series of 
popular articles on the chain of Norman castles that 

once guarded the coast of West Wales. 

204 
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Here indeed on the jagged sea-board of two counties 
— all creeks, bays, and estuaries, offering rich choice of 
landing-places to pirates and invaders — these strongholds 
were essential to the continued existence of their lords. 
Themselves but a handful of stranger settlers planted 
there between the furtive hostility of the common people 
and the quarrelsome friendship and sometimes treacherous 
alliance of the Welsh nobility and gentry, their lot was 
at all times a busy one. Witness these edifices — 
remarkable — nay, unique. Legion is their name. As 
" The Castle of Sleep " — for reasons that will presently 
appear — this one abides in the memory of Alan Johns. 
A proper name it has, but its origin and early history, 
curiously enough, are lost, irrecoverably, as the hues of 
the rainbow itself. 

When the sleeper awoke, refreshed, night was im- 
pending. All that was visible was seen as through a 
veil, dimly. 

Marshlands below — to seaward ; grass-wastes to land- 
ward, with a single roadway stretching far and straight 
onward to its apparent termination — the sea. "The 
Back of Beyond," so another bewildered traveller has 
nicknamed the spot. 

" I am out of humanity's reach,*' this one would have 
said, had he not known otherwise. 

" I shall lose my way if I attempt to pursue it," he 
reflected. "Well, provender and a pipe I have with 
me. Perfect shelter these stout walls afford. I shall 
sleep out. Constables don't trouble the Back of Beyond." 

The moon rose, a silver glory, mirrored in each white, 
reed-fringed pool, turning it to a fancy picture. Night 
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brought the traveller what had failed him all day — light 
to restudy his map and guide-book comfortably. 

But first to explore the ruins. Their extent and 
well-preserved features astonished him. 

Fairly perfect in outline was that lordly dwelling- 
house, the chapel with vestry and clerestory, the mural 
towers at the angles, the winding staircase leading to 
the gatehouse chamber which the cyclist was going to 
occupy to-night. These walls had outlasted the many 
noble dames and brave men they had sheltered aforetime. 
Their loves, hatreds, jealousies — the most poignant — 
had passed into nothingness, leaving no trace. 

Can this be ? Is it folly or latent insight in us that 
craves and calls for some remaining essence, some haunt- 
ing emanation, which, meeting and striking some chance 
wandering kindred force, shall create a dim communion ? 

Freed from workaday external realities and distrac- 
tions, the explorer's fancy, all agog, would fain have 
wormed out of those indestructible old walls, whose 
hospitality he had accepted, some one page of their 
forgotten history. 

"Wouldn't you like to know the things we have 
seen and heard ? " they seemed silently to be asking 
him. 

" I believe in my soul you are longing to tell them," 
Alan Johns retorted mentally. "In the old fable," so 
he mused on, " the man who had tasted dragon's blood 
understood at once what the birds were saying. What 
should a man do ? how should he try to steal here 
some glimpse of an unrecorded past ? " 

Well, precisely what he was doing now. Let the 
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surroundings fill his eye and his mind with their 
mysterious significance — expel all else from that mind — 
then wait passively for some dim revelation. 

Some such vague surmise was the traveller's last 
waking thought as he settled for the night in the roofless 
chamber. 

..... 

What the moon saw was a benighted cyclist, sound 
asleep in the castle ruins. 

But the sleeper, Alan Johns, was contemplating a 
drama whose scenery, plot, and personages were clearer 
and more living to him than those of any stage play. 

Nay, more so than in real life as we know it. For, as 
he heard their lips* speech he saw into their hearts, and 
their thoughts became plainer to him than words, spoken 
or written, could have made them. 

He and the ghostly presences he had invoked had 
changed places. His now was the merely spiritual 
presence, while figures long ago turned to dust had re- 
arisen in their persons, as they lived, to re-enact for him 
a scene here beheld at some period to which the dress 
and speech of the actors gave no more. definite clue than 
that it was somewhat remote. 



SCENE I 

Martin, sometime lord of this castle, and Olwen, his 
beautiful wife. A man in the flower of his years, of 
commanding aspect, subtle-headed, tender-hearted, on 
the face of him, and his countenance alive with the 
immense, the unspeakable joy of a home-comer after 
years of absence on hard service. It rang in his voice as 
he spoke. 

" Sit nearer ; sit where I can see you, Olwen. I may 
not look away, or sleep, or lose sense that this hour, so 
longed for, so often utterly despaired of, is mine at 
last." 

" I too have lived for it," she told him. " If some- 
times a voice said, * You are feeding on air,' I would not 
listen. But of the ill that might have been what need 
to think, now that you are here and all well ? " 

" Nay, dear heart ! Too often, these three years, has 
this safe return to my hearth mocked me as the mad 
dream of a dotard. Without were fightings — within 
were fears/' 

« What fears ? " 

" Of the arrow that flieth by night ; the pestilence 
that destroyeth in the noonday. Not least, misorder and 

ao8 



THE CASTLE OF SLEEP 209 

disaffection in my good men. Of mercenaries — of our 
Welsh levies — what leader can ever be utterly sure ? " 

« They behaved ? " 

" Like children in matters of reason ; in fighting like 
one man, and he of the best. In time of peace never at 
peace with one anqther/' 

Olwen smiled. 

'* There I know my countrymen. But you have 
brought them back with good and brave renown, and 
scarce a man missing." 

" Save Maelwas the Northman — expelled. He would 
have slain a sleeping comrade for some petty grudge he 
owed him. So a man who values not his own life has 
that of others in his keeping." 

" Another ill-deed prevented," said Olwen gently. 

'* Ay ! But I am weary — pray to be delivered awhile 
from court and camp alike. Is it the long sickness of 
hope deferred ? Now the desire— -the tree of life that 
should be — has come, I could weep like a woman." 

His brow contracted with the persistent after-sense or 
pains endured. Olwen, with a sweet intuitive move- 
ment, beiit down and kissed it lightly. 

" Beloved ! " he murmured inaudibly ; then, mastering 
himself, " Life means strife, wherever you tread. But 
thank God we are one again. Our wedding-night, as it 
were, Olwen." 

A child cried out from the inner room. Olwen went 
to the plaintive call, which hushed quickly ; then she 
came again, saying : 

"Since I first spoke to Cecil of your return I can 
hardly still him to slee|)." 

14 
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" Poor babe ! I wonder, Olwen, that you have kept 
remembrance alive in him so long — in one so young. He 
knew me when I came, I think, for he kissed me." 

" He was dreaming of you just now. Babbling, just 
as though in his sleep he had overheard our talk, of the 
strange dangers from which he would save you." 

" I, too, dreamt strangely last night, where we camped 
last," Martin said presently, musing, " of returning here 
to find the Dogs of Death, the White Hounds of the 
Underworld Ivor tells us of, waiting for me, crouched 
on the threshold." 

"A folk-tale only," laughed Olwen, who was not 
superstitious. "Instead, it was only Jestyn you met 
there, on the watch." 

" Dog-like indeed is our steward in patience and 
fidelity. He said that in the stars, which he was 
studying, he had read of my return, appointed before I 
knew of it myself — to the very day almost." 

" These many months he has fallen to such studies. 
His talk, when at times he tries to tell me of them, is 
but a strange jargon. He is persuaded that in his 
asterisms and signs and constellations he can forekno^v 
the destinies of whom he will, and the fortunes or 
infortunes that will come to pass." 

"I have heard there are those who hold it. Think 
you, Olwen, there be any verity in the art — some spice 
of truth ? " 

"Be there or not," answered Olwen, "it is not he — 
Jestyn — who will unfold their mystery. I saw him 
once, out on the plain, tracing quaint signs and figures on 
the sand with his stick, and talking low to himself of 



THE CASTLE OF SLEEP 211 

prognostics, significations, and consignifications, ascen- 
sions — deeply rapt in these fancies — as one distraught." 

" For him, who grows old, it serves as a pastime ; as for 
the young, song or sport," Martin said carelessly, 
resuming, after a pause : 

" And the boy Ivor, how does he, now he is grown 
into, more years ? Is it with him as ever ? Still loitering 
his way through life in the lazy-going Welsh fashion ? 
A little hunting, a little hawking, a little fishing and 
shooting of wild-fowl over tarns, not a little harping and 
song-singing, and much dreaming over things that have 
been, and things that will be, in days never to come 
to pass ? " 

"As ever." Olwen averted her face, visibly 
troubled. 

" I would he were here now,*' said Martin heartily, 
" with some song of Wales to charm away melancholy 
and silence ill foreboding. There was one I liked — ^you 
rendered the words for me in English — do you remember, 
Olwen ? " — ^and Martin sang out in a resonant if 
untutored voice. 



i( 



By the salt waves walking I saw alight 
A wild sea-mew. It was lily-white ; 
Wet with the ocean-foam that clings, 
On the warm sand drying its underwings. 

1 wept for the one I might not meet ; 
The sea-bird fluttered to my feet — 
I gave to its white wing, to bear afar, 
A love-sign to her — my guiding star." 
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" How often has that come back to me in my exile ! 
Only the carrier-bird I could not trust. What troubles 
you, Olwen ? " 

" Nothing — ^nothing/' 

" Something there was ? ** 

" Just a thought that passed — a thought only." 

"Away with it — for to-night ! You shall tell it me 



to-morrow.*' 



" Child that you are ! I think, Martin, all men are 
children. In that they are happier, lighter-hearted 
than we." 

As she spoke there appeared standing in the doorway^, 
his approach as unheard as a phantom, a figure whose 
garb and demeanour denoted a high-placed, trusted 
house-servant or steward. He carried a salver with 
refreshments. 

Not an ill-looking knave, but a certain disjointedness 
of limb and movements, and disproportion of features 
well-shapen separately, gave a crooked singularity to his 
aspect, as it were the travesty of a human being. 

" Thanks, Jestyn," said Martin, taking the wine-cup 
from him with a courteous grace. "What of the 
soldiery, come home to beat their swords into plough- 
shares and their spears into pruning-hooks ? Feasting 
still ? or fallen out over 'some grave matter of song or of 
supper ? " 

"They are giving your good health," the man 
answered, " in the barn over the hill that I appointed for 
their riot, for fear lest their noise should vex you and my 
lady. When I left them they were wishing you might 
live for ever." 
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" 'Tis well, so that their potations be not prolonged 
in equal measure. My thanks to them ! Do you not 
join the revels, Jestyn ? " 

The man made a negative sign. "I have other, 
graver work appointed me for to-night, and would keep 
sober," he said. 

" Reading of the planets, is it ? How stand they 
configurated at this hour ? Are the aspects favourable ? " 

" Unto some of us.*' He smiled wryly. 

" How of my lady Olwen here ? " 

" The Sun and^Moon, as rulers of the First and Seventh 
Houses, stand in mutual square ; the Moon in her fall 
and opposition with Saturn." 

" Which signifieth ? " 

'^ At this hour, all that for her I should most 
desire." 

" And of yourself what are they telling ? " came from 
Martin, in faintly curious and amused inquiry. 

" Mercury and Mars are in quartile, Mercury con- 
stituting the principal, with opposition of Saturn and 
Mars. The Moon comes to a direct opposition of Mars 
by direct direction, while she occupies the cusp of the 
Sixth House, representing — ^an adversary." 

" You talk in riddles, Jestyn. These prognostics " 

"Warn of secret and dissembling foes, from whom, 
not without danger, I may myself deliver," was the reply, 
given with a respectful solemnity that yet betrayed the 
man's inward relish in mystifying his master. 

" Ay, ay ; one of my knaves playing some fool's trick 
on you, stealing or hiding some household bauble, for 
which, if he be reprehended or punished, you risk a 
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broken head. Such, I have observed, is what these 
mighty significators amount to in the fulfilment. Well. 
But have a care, Jestyn. In the brooding on such 
figments, as in the wine-cup, one may leave one's wits ; 
and haply find them harder to recover." 

It was lightly and friendlily spoken. Silently, furtively, 
as he had come, the man withdrew. Neither Martin 
nor Olwen turned, or saw the look he cast back at his 
master. 

And only the Moon saw the sleeper stir and shift 
uneasily in his sleep ; struggling with an impulse to cry 
out, the cry dying inarticulate as the dream swept him 
onward. 

" I gave to its white wing to bear afar 
A message to her — my guiding star " — 

sang Martin again, but broke off, saying : 

"There, I have no skill. We must have Ivor here 
with his harp and musician's cunning that would charm 
the heaviest-hearted soul into some Paradise." 

Olwen did not respond, interposing quickly : 

"Jestyn wants your hand over him, I think. He 
grows so wayward and fitful. At times I can do nothing 
with him." 

" Poor old soul ! He has been with you since you had 
your first being ; and you will always seem but a child 
in his eyes." 

" He talks so mysteriously, so wildly, of plots and 
persecutors. At moments he has put me in fear of 
him, even." 

Martin laughed aloud. " Oh, you can see how it is 
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with him. A quaint- tempered knave from his birth up, 
and mocked for that by his fellows. This has held him 
aloof; and now he needs must go cumber his wits with 
studies that serve for naught. He loves me not, I fear. 
But his devotion to you is the seal of his fidelity." 

" Father ! father I " 

Again came the child's cry from the inner room. 
Martin rose and went straight to the couch of the little 
son, who was sitting up, dreaming with his blue eyes 
wide open. He clutched the soldierly hand and sank 
back, still clinging to it tightly as, soothed by the touch, 
he fell into a deep, untroubled sleep again. Martin did 
not stir. A sudden gust of wind closed the door of the 
bed-chamber. 

Olwen, alone in the outer room, rose suddenly, 
moving uneasily, as if possessed by some overhanging 
presentiment. 

Then, in the dead stillness, from far off, sounds caught 
her ear ; faint, soft sounds that smote her like a 
stab. 

Not the mirth of the revellers in the hill-barn. A 
voice singing in the night, a song known only to herself 
and the song-maker — harping as he sang, out there in 
the wild; dim, broken sounds, but to her, fatally 
intelligible. 

Young Ivor, of Dinasmadoc, her boy neighbour during 
her maidenhood at her father's castle ; the youngest ot 
his house, musically gifted above his fellows, and so 
framed as to secure welcome and indulgence from all, 
wherever he showed his face. One in whose company 
Martin took pleasure, treating him as a younger brother, 
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and interfering many a time to preserve him from arrest 
or imprisonment for some daring outburst of defiant 
patriotism. 

Enamoured of her now, and to the point of valuing 
neither his own life nor aught else in reckless, persistent 
pursuit of his purpose. Love's cunning had taught him 
to dissemble till, not long since, he had suddenly let fill 
the mask ; since when she had lived in torment, faced 
by a woman's dilemma, more heart-aching, more hopeless 
than any man's. 

Not the common, old, daily recurring tale of the 
alienated or double-minded wife meeting more than half 
way the promise, fake or true, of a love more alluring 
than the first in its outworn zest. But Olwen's perfect 
heart-and-soul union with Martin could not save her 
from what was pending now. 

Call for fire from heaven, but not for an arbitrator 
between those two men : Martin, the one in there — 
whom she loved with a love too rare and intimate 
perhaps for man's understanding — and the dare-devil 
young dreamer yonder, akin to her by race, yet by virtue 
of it as remote from the Anglo-Norman Martin as their 
two languages ; one she had striven her utmost to 
reclaim from the self-destruction on which he was 
blindly rushing. She stood, as it were, high above them 
both ; but that fury once inflamed, her hand could not 
allay it. So much she knew. 

Dismay, despair, was in her beautiful face. No dread 
had she of Martin's anger or shadow of distrust for herself. 
But, once they met, Ivor's wild and outspoken passion 
confessed, she knew the look that would pass between 
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them ; the revengement flame neither women nor gods 
can abate. To repent afterwards of their murderous 
violence, it may be — but they will have had their revenge. 
At best the smirch of blood would be over the path of 
her life henceforth — Ivor's ghost cry to her in the night, 
like the ghost of a child who, by some demon's madden- 
ing trick, has drawn on itself the blow that made of it a 
ghost from that hour. 

Hatred, deadly combat between Martin and Ivor, and 
herself the cause ! It would go to her heart to see Ivor 
perish. But the issue was at this moment beyond her 
control. 

Never had she felt so mortally helpless. For one 
moment she buried her face in her hands, mazed, fete- 
entrapped, and held fast in that painful iron grip. 

On the wall there hung an old mosaic, a thing brought 
long ago by her husband from the Far East, presenting a 
wondrous face of mystic, divine-seeming power and 
expression. The Face of One as pictured by Byzantine 
tradition and handed down for nigh on two thousand 
years. 

Olwen stood gazing into the sorrowful eyes. 

** Ivor, Ivor," she whispered intently and low, " may 
Christ save you ! I cannot ! " 



SCENE 11 

Away down in the marshland under the moonlight a 
witching picture arose. 

No fancy figure or stage puppet, but a very human 
youth, whose garb, careful though simple, and whose 
aspect of fearless confidence bespoke his high condition, 
singing to the small harp he carried and handled as 
familiarly as an archer his bow, song-snatches in a 
language every son of Adam knows without learning. 

It was Love speaking ; Love the conqueror and 
omnipotent ; Love enamoured of itself as desperately as 
of its object ; Love that casts all else freely to the winds, 
owns no allegiance else, and infatuated to the pitch of 
feeling the will confer the power to carry all before, it 
and achieve the impossible, its quest. 

Young Ivor ("young" he would always remain), 
Olwen's boy friend of old, Martin's protig^ — endeared 
to them both by his charm and his gifts — dropping dis- 
guise, ignoring all that lies between him and his desire, 
all that might stay or weaken his purpose. 

Yet in the beginning there had been no disguise, and 
his fellowship with those two and the song and verse- 
making for song's sake no mere pretence. How or 

when the change had come he could not tell and did not 
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care. With the desire had been born the cunning to 
hide it and its growth. He had abandoned his mind to 
the thought and his heart to the dream, and welcomed 
their mastery. That it now rested with him to master 
the heart of Olwen was the very essence of the dream. 

Wedded to an alien by her father, whose estates 
adjoined Martin's, such a mating was a matter of policy 
on the face of it. Say she loved her lord in dull, orderly 
fashion. That should be no enduring bar to his resolute 
siege, to a poet-lover's enticing snares. Had a voice 
calling from heaven warned him that Olwen's heart, 
gone out from the first to the Norman stranger chief, 
had by him been placed beyond recall by Ivor or another, 
that her love for him was woven inextricably into the 
web of her life, he would only have laughed. That, 
hand in hand with her husband, Olwen had entered a 
larger world of wider thought and more various action — 
the world their Cecil belonged to and would have to 
tread — ^was an idea Ivor could not entertain. He knew 
he was distanced, but nqt knowing why, thought he 
could overtake. Ah, but over and above the Norman's 
manliness and courtly grace, was there in his glowing 
eyes no spark of zeal or enthusiastic sympathy with the 
poet's fire ? Ivor's creed — that these are chords only 
Welsh hands can strike — had perhaps once be^Olwen's, 
though she no longer entertained it. 

So, harp still in hand, but silent, the song ringing in 
his ears and bearing him onward as on wings, he was 
climbing the slope with the even, steady tread of the 
hillman that he was. 

The face of the castle was dark, a solitary light 
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gleaming from an upper chamber. There the adventurer 
pictured to himself Olwen listlessly awaiting the return 
to-morrow of her lord and master. 

He approached by a private way that he knew, but 
could spy no sign of watch or ward. The guards might 
have gone forth to meet Sir Martin, leaving the steward 
with my lady, in charge, Jestyn, his, Ivor's, furtive ally, 
of whose connivance— *whose secret aid — he was sure. 
Neither pact nor open word had passed between them. 
They understood each other without. 

Not many days since, meeting the astrologer, and 
accosting him as in jest concerning his fortune, he had 
by him been promised changes in life, journeys, love- 
making, the winning of friendship and favour of a lady 
of rank. The star-gazer, speaking on, made as though 
he were troubled about his home-coming master, 
mumbling of threatening losses, love converted into 
enmity ; evil fixed stars in opposition, a train of malevo- 
lents. Fixed in Ivor's memory were his last words : 

" One there is, not far from here, who, drawing near 
to the consummation of his desire, may yet be over- 
mindful of hidden perils and hazards lying between. He 
need not fear. He has his appointed defence. It is not 
he who by violence shall die. Good speed and success to 
you, Sir Lipr ! " 

And now as he went he saw his visionary purpose, and 
every step of the way thither, as vividly as though it were 
already accomplished. An immortal tale re-enacted ; the 
tale of Nest, the Welsh Helen, borne ofF by the Welsh 
chieftain from Gerald, her Norman consort, faintly 
resisting it may be, but at heart nothing loth to surren- 
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der. Audacious though his flight with Olwen, it would 
be safe. All ways and paths were known to Ivor, and 
not a Welshman but would befriend, shelter, and protect 
them and lie skilfully to put pursuers off the track. 

Placing his harp in a niche behind the postern gate he 
stood now under the shadow of the walls that held her ; 
deserted looking, but for that light. He was used to find 
those doors open to him. None, Welsh or English, ever 
sought to repel Ivor, no more than if he were a little child. 

But a child's hand can wreak havoc. 

At the finding of the chosen entrance unlocked and 
unguarded quite, his daring dream went farther. She 
had divined what was coming, some revealing flash or 
veiled hint from the star-gazer had told of a poet-lover 
speeding thither to snatch her from the coming of her 
lord, dreadingly awaited, and delight her with sweeter 
and more spiritual embraces and caresses. His exalted 
mood accepted the idea of this sudden yielding to his song- 
wooing unhesitatingly and without wonder. 

Pausing a moment on ^he threshold, with the sponta- 
neous vigilance of those days and of that wild world when 
and where every man carried his life in his hand, and 
stood upon his guard, he had a fleeting impression as of 
the vanishing shadow of a figure stealing up the stair ; 
but not the faintest movement was audible. Pooh ! a 
moonlight flicker, or some ugly jest of Satan's to daunt 
him. 

Neither angel nor demon shall stop him now. In 
another minute he will be in Olwen's presence, his arm 
round her ; and she — rapt, mazed, hesitating timidly, but 
not for long. 
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Forth, then. Sweet the compulsion, fond the captor 
taking her from prison, the radiant moon lighting their 
path. Love the leader, directing and protecting the vSteps 
of his devotees. In an hour hence they will be out of 
reach of my lord's anger. Let him threaten, let him 
pursue ! He cannot overtake or prevail. Ivor knew 
himself safe wherever the Welsh language is spoken ; and 
Olwen is safe in his arms. 



SCENE III 

His hand was on the chamber door when a shriek, a 
woman's cry of nameless agony and terror, rent him 
through like a sword. His dream-fabric fell to pieces at 
the shock, as a rose whose petals are scattered by a sudden 
blast. In a moment it had ceased to be. A moment 
more, and in the quenched light of the room into which 
he stepped he felt he had burst into the presence of deadly 
peril, if not death itself. Here were the dim forms of 
two men locked in a mortal struggle, the one unarmed 
and sorely wounded, and the other, with uplifted knife, 
was aiming a second deadly blow at his throat when 
Ivor's arm spontaneously interposed, arresting the 
thrust. 

Beside him something white fluttered in the gloom. 
That whispered moan to him to save was Olwen's voice. 
In her defence Ivor felt the strength of five men come to 
him. But his assailant, though thin and slack of frame^ 
showed the strength of ten. Fiercely he turned on the 
unseen intruder like a wild beast, and it would have been 
all over with Ivor had not the wounded man retained 
hold of the murderer's left arm. 

There was a tense life-and-death conflict in the dark ; 
before Olwen, having found and kindled a torch, brought 
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light on the ghastly scene. Still Ivor knew no more of 
the combatants than that the Thing he was struggling 
with was possessed of the strength of seven devils. 

Martin's countenance, wiseen by Ivor these three years, 
and white with loss of blood, was but slowly recognisable ; 
while in the adversary, his features distorted by maniacal 
hate and ferocity into a hideous, inhuman mask, well 
might he fail to know the harmless, self-absorbed, studious 
fool of a steward, Jestyn. 

Neither could succeed in wresting the knife from him. 
Foiled in the attack on Martin, with an incredible effort 
he shook them both off and turned savagely on the rescuer. 
The torch-bearer flashed the light full on Ivor's face. At 
that, the assailant, as at a jarring, painful shock, recoiled, 
staring wildly, trembled, tottered, and fell down in a fit, 
frothing at the lips. 

Olwen, voiceless from the sudden horror sprung on 
them like a wolf oiit of the dark, was binding Martin's 
wound with sorely trembling tender fingers ; Ivor, dumb 
and half-stunned, like the fairy-boy who, having touched 
Cold Iron, is flung violently and evermore out of the land 
of phantasy — the Kingdom of Love. Only Martin 
retained the mastery of his wits and sayings and doings. 

**The fellow is mad," he said. **Like a ghostly 
enemy he stole in upon us, then fell upon me in a fiiry 
and had maimed me before I knew. What brought 
you to hand in such a pass, Sir Ivor i Go down, one 
of you. Ring the curfew bell that hangs in the fore- 
court, I pray, to recall the swaggering knaves in the 
hill-barn. Had one or two of the serving-men stayed 
at their posts this mischief had not been." 
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At the bell boom, such of the men as were sober 
came running. Soon a dozen were crowding in the 
doorway. Martin, dominating the physical effects of 
his wound, spoke with the balanced, forceful demeanour 
that rules men, whether they will or no : 

"Our steward's mind is disordered. In a fit of 
frenzy he fell upon me and had made an end of me 
but for young Sir Ivor chancing by. Yet I never 
gave him just cause of hatred that I knew." His eye 
searched the faces of the group. "Morgan," he said, 
instantly detecting a tell-tale movement on the part of 
one, " know you aught of this ? Speak, man ! Have 
no fear ! " 

"Maelwas the Northman " began the man, 

obeying at once, though unwillingly. 

" That clever devil — yes. What of him ? " 

"Was here some while since. He told a woman 
whom he visited he had come for his revenge for his dis- 
missal, and should get it through the hand of a madman, 
the evil in whose head and heart he had worked on, to 
convince him you were his persecutor, and would be 
his tormentor your life long. This I had from the 
woman, but thought it all the Northman's vain boast. 
Now he was often with Jestyn there, in secret 
places " 

"Ah. His moonstruck mind and the stars abetting, 
there has followed — this! Where is Maelwas now?" 

" Gone back to his own place — to Merioneth. They 
say he has joined the Red Band of Robbers who hold 
the country there in thrall." 

" His own place . . . truly ! " echoed Martin grimly. 

15 
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^ One who knows how to work in the dark. He saw 
his tool in our steward — in Jestyn there. The falling- 
sickness has now overtaken that poor wretch. When 
he comes to, he may do himself or others a mischief. 
So bind his hands — gently now — ^and bear him below to 
the hall. There lay him ; and when he wakes, as he 
will presently, carry him down to the Priory Hospital 
in the plain, where the Brothers care for the sick. Tell 
them of his state ; and, if there be a cure, they will 
find it." 

"And fetch hither one of them who is a surgeon," 
added Olwen, " to dress Sir Martin's wound." 

"Nay, 'tis late to bring the old man this far long 
way to-night. To-morrow will serve. You have 
done it already ; none could do it better." 

As by clockwork the men obeyed. 

Martin turned to Ivor. 

"He had let my life out with his ugly weapon in 
another moment had you not come. Christ sent you, 
I think ! " 

"I think not," said Ivor quickly. Olwen alone 
marked the sardonic ring of his tone. Recovering his 
wits, he found himself precipitated to a new point of 
vision that dizzied him. In one unforgettable moment 
he had seen Olwen as she was ; as eternally out of his 
reach as the star to which he had likened her. 

" What then ? " asked Martin simply. 

His composure, his perfect self-control, were com- 
municative, moving Ivor unconsciously to emulate them. 

"I am bound for Brycheiniog," he said curtly. 

" A disturbed shire, at this hour." 
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"They tell of a rising among the Welsh. I have 
kinsmen there and their business — and mine now — is 
to see that my countrymen get fair play. Some travels 
are better made by dark than by day. Between my 
home and that region lies your castle — whose doors 
have so often been open to me, and I halted before 
them, thinking — it might be for the last time. Then 
as I stood below fancy showed me, as it were, the 
devil's shadow stealing up the stair, and I followed 
to — ^I knew not what. I was ever a dreamer, my lord 
Martin, as you know." 

The crafty words, true to the letter, were con- 
vincingly spoken. There was no mistaking the attitude 
of farewell. What else might lie behind the haughty 
self-mockery and aloofness of his tone and bearing 
Olwen might surmise, though feeling in the depths of 
her heart it was better not to know. 

To Martin they bore a simpler significance. He 
sighed and responded : 

" I say nothing. You are bent on a dangerous errand. 
Well, if you find yourself flung into a wilful and heady 
enterprise, and a life is needed to preserve yours — send. 
You command mine. It is a debt that is due.'' 

And now he was gone, silently and mysteriously as 
he had come ; and Olwen knew she would never — God 
be thanked for that — see the look she dreaded pass 
between him and her heart's beloved, by whom she 
now knelt, her head on his breast, sobbing for joy 
unuttered — ^unutterable. 

Ivor stood outside in the shadow of the postern gate, 
motionless as a tree-stem or a pillar ; a bitter cry in his 
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heart. " Love's Fool ! " His paradise was worse than 
lost ; it was destroyed. 

Lights moving slowly down the slopes towards the 
plains marked the course of the convoy bearing the sick 
man to the Friary lazarhouse. Ivor lingered, his hand 
resting on his harp where he had left it standing in the 
niche, musing. He cast one look back at the castle^ 
clearly and strongly outlined there in the moonlight. 
Then taking the little harp, he tore the strings across, 
broke the frame to pieces — as a soldier snaps his sword — 
and flung them away. " Perish, together with my 
dream ! " The action spoke for itself. 

Turning on his heel he sped on his way to the open, 
murmuring low and defiantly the native rhyme of the 
rebel of olden time : — 

" See'st thou the wind ? The rain dost thou see ? 
See'st thou yon little bird on the lea ? 
See'st thou the man in leathern hose fling 
Darts at the ship of the English king ? " 

Then, as he went farther, ferther, he abruptly sang 
out in another strain, a variant just come to him, of an 
even more ancient foreign ditty : — 

" I have been Love's Bondsman this many a year. 
Bondsman will I be no more : 
On Song, on Love, I close the door. 
All the days that I shall my sword wield. 
Go I where stirs the strife ; 
Where Wales calls sons to the battlefield 
There will I lead my life." 
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But still, as he went, brooding on wars and fightings, 
he sang and sang. 

At an early daylight hour a puzzled-looking cyclist, 
standing on the precise spot where Ivor had halted to 
look his last on the scene before him, was doing the 
same thing. 

He, Alan Johns, had woken up, not as you wake from 
natural slumber, but as a man who has been thrown into 
an artificially produced trance might rouse suddenly. 
Nothing real, nothing clear to his mind but the dream. 
Another moment and that would have gone out, eluded 
recall for ever. With a supreme mental eflFort he 
managed the instantaneous transfer of the fleeting im- 
pression, as it were, to the plate of conscious memory, 
where it remains graven to this day. 

So vivid had been the mental picture that he half 
expected to see the snake-like figure of the steward 
stealing up, as he descended the gatehouse stairs ; found 
himself looking involuntarily for the returning convoy 
that had carried the sick man to the plains below ; and 
in the opposite direction, for Ivor's vanishing figure. 

Intruders had been here before him, farm-folk 
excavating and carrying off stones for repairing their 
pig-sties or barns ; leaving shovel and pickaxe. Here- 
upon the journalist, still possessed by the visions of the 
night, found himself poking about the unearthed rubbish, 
seeking he knew not what, then laughed at himself, 
dropped the pick and desisted. Just as he turned to go 
his foot struck a small metal substance. He picked it up, 
pocketed it and carried it ofF, as a memento of the spot. 
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Looking at it afterwards more closely, it appeared to 
be a tiny T-shaped tool, of which he could make 
nothing. Only Alan Johns knows why one day after 
his return to London he chose to show it to the musical 
critic on his newspaper, asking if he knew what it was. 

^^A tuning-hammer," answered the expert at once. 
^* But," examining it curiously, *^ I say, where did you 
get this ? " 

^ Found it among some excavations down in South 
Wales." 

^ I should call it the wrest of a harp," he said, in- 
specting the shape of the aperture, *' were it not for 
the size. Too small for any modern instrument ! " 

"Didn*t they use . . . weren't there small harps in 
former days," ventured the other, " that could be carried 
about and placed on the table when played indoors ? " 

"Like the lute or the zither. Yes. The wrest of 
an ancient table-harp. That is it, no doubt. If I were 
you I should keep it as a curiosity." 

Alan Johns is of the same opinion. 



Zebedee / or^ A Latter-day 

Prophet 



" I NEVER met but one prophet in my life, and that 
was in South Wales." 

" Was he a true or a false prophet ? " I asked him. 

" False, let us hope. Time will show. But a prophet, 
out of doubt." 

And my friend, Jaques Robinson, a distinguished 
member of Oxford University, the Civil Service, and the 
Alpine Club, told me how it happened, as follows. 



I 



T!he Shepherd Guide 

" Take a guide ? For what ? A short day's tramp 

over the humpy ridgway separating one Welsh dale from 

another. Guides for your grandmother ! Am I not a 

member of the Alpine Club, one who has negotiated 

many and many a Swiss peak and perilous pass un- 
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escorted, piloted many- a novice safely, unerringly, 
through long and difficult mountain excursions ? '' 

So Jaques Robinson bethought himself, starting from 
Pont Berwyn leisurely and late, with no more doubt of 
reaching Llanwastad, his destination, by dinner-time than 
that his valise, already on its railway journey of forty 
minutes thither, would be there before him. 

For a mere promenade the long drag upward by the 
old drovers' road proved incredibly toilsome. But how 
rewarding was the view sprung upon you all in a 
moment from the summit ! 

** Why don't you sing ? " So an effusive American 
lady tourist had once cried out to him, when confronted 
on Toy's Hill, Sevenoaks, with a much milder spectacular 
surprise. The Alpiner was too out of breath for singing 
or shouting as he stopped to behold all the glories of 
West Wales, seemingly on parade for him below. 
^^ Come and rest you on my mossy banks awhile and 
watch for trout," said the little neighbouring mountain 
tarn to him prettily. The invitation was irresistible. 

In less than a minute he found himself sunk waist 
high in a peaty bog, that gave absolutely no outward and 
visible hint of its underlying presence. His startled 
flounder sunk him deeper, well up to his armpits. With 
recovered presence of mind and a supreme and scientific 
effort he extricated himself and, bespattered all over with 
black mud, thankfully felt firm ground under his feet 
again. 

He would be shot sooner than own it, but that had 
been a bad scare. All but "stogged," like a Dartmoor 
pony or bullock, or a " mysteriously disappeared " gentle^ 
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man, come to an ignominious end in a perfidious morass. 
Fairyland might lie at the bottom of that bog, but 
Jaques Robinson preferred to stay in the wicked world 
that he knew. Surely the swamp had spread during 
his immersion ! In wary avoidance of its borders he 
presently lost touch with his course and his bearings. 

Now in the most formidable Alpine ascents the perils 
and dangers of the route, methodically studied and set 
down for you in the guide-books beforehand, may like- 
wise be methodically met. Here you have to take 
things "according as they come." No kindly danger- 
signals or landmarks provided by luckless forerunners. 
No shelter-huts, nor so much as a cairn of stones nigh to 
aid, when presently the rain descended and the floods 
came and warred with his new Harris tweeds, destroying 
the bloom of their youth. He wondered if a suit of 
Welsh flannel would have met with more mercy from 
elements presumably patriotic. Before long the squall 
wearied of sustained efiTort and desisted of a sudden. But 
the sun seemed to be setting out of all due time. The 
mountain-tract was wild — inspiring ; sky and clouds 
effects chimerically lovely ; but he felt certain he had 
missed his way — a. mere figure of speech this, since there 
was practically no way to miss — hence it was clearly lost 
labour to look for it. 

Matchless, even in Jaques Robinson's experience, was 
the impression of lone lorn manhood and lifeless solitude. 
Mont Blanc, the Ortler, the Matterhorn, seemed places 
of public amusement by comparison. Dusk found the 
expert astray on rocky uplands where curlews nested and 
sheep ran, of the breed used to find bed and board among 
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tussocks of coarse grass and rushes and clumps of fern 
and heather. He could have sworn that the map must 
be faulty or the lay of the land have altered since he set 
off. The M.A.C. had escaped being devoured alive by 
the Marsh King, only to get benighted, famished, 
possibly done to death by cold, bruises, and exposure, 
like many a poor traveller here before him. 

Ho ! a light gleams yonder. Thank heaven, a house. 
But it danced up and down. The devil ! a fen-fire. 
Then at his shout, " Ahoy ! ** the fen-fire stood still. 
Jaques Bobinson, making for it, plunged into a rocky 
stretch, a well-planned pitfall of break-leg holes, 
picturesquely disguised in fern and heather. But there 
—oh providence !— on the edge of those treacherous 
slopes stood a lantern-bearing man slnd a brother, re- 
garding him and awaiting developments. 

"Developments," in other words the Alpiner, after 
traversing what proved to be half a mile of very cross 
country, came up with one whose garb denoted a lowlier 
class ; hence his plain duty to put himself then, there, 
and unreservedly at the holiday-maker's service, unmind- 
ful of his own business, to minister to the stranger 
Saxon's wants and whims. 

To his surprise, Jaques Robinson learnt that he was in 
the right direction after all ; but at the mileage named as 
yet lying between him and Llanwastad his bones cried 
out. The hill-man, tacitly and unasked, assumed his 
guide's office, and they tramped silently down a wild 
ravine, every sheep's footstep of which the Welshman 
seemed to know. He was strange-looking, but it was 
too dark for particular observation. He might be a 
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criminal flying from justice, or an escaped lunatic, or 
a tramp of easy morality, with an incurable mania for 
theft, which the lantern-flashes on the Englishman's 
watch-chain might bring on at any moment. 

Now Jaques Robinson, though he happened to be 
well conversant with the Welsh language, never fell 
into the vulgar error of accosting a native in his mother- 
tongue. Always presuppose his acquaintance with the 
language of the Empire. 

*^ You belong to these parts ? " he asked him by 
and by. 

The man assented, adding, ^^So do not you.'' 

" If I did, I should not be taking you out of your way 
to put me in mine, I hope," answered Robinson with 
lordly civility. 

^^I am a herdsman," the other told him presently. 
" My way is on the mountains. It is the way of 
my flock." 

" Where are they now — your sheep ? " 

The shepherd waved his hand expressively. " Up and 
down, in the folds of the hills yonder. Some I am 
finding here below in the valley. But to-morrow they 
will come all of them together to the fold. I am the 
principal of the flock." 

His voice was a pleasing voice. A passing jerk of his 
hand flashed the lantern light full on his hce, A face 
of a well-known local type, as distinct from the tall, 
fair, languid Celtic tribe, as from the swarthy, long- 
headed, vivacious Iberian. Dark-haired, with grey eyes ; 
well-cast features, and a countenance of thoughtful, 
quiet intelligence. 
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**Your flocks don't seem to need much keeping," 
remarked Robinson. 

** Nay, but they wander on the mountains, and on 
every high hilL I have to search them out, and deliver 
them from the miry places and marishes" (Robinson 
shuddered audibly at the terrible reminiscence), " the 
cloud and dark places, where they have been scattered. 
I have to strengthen the sick, and bring again that 
which was lost, to feed them in a good pasture — a fat 
pasture. So shall they dwell safely in the wilderness, 
and sleep in the woods." 

Jaques Robinson was silenced, mystified by these 
high-flown utterances, which fell as naturally, as in- 
evitably, from his companion's lips, as slang from the 
low-born London loafer. He was sensible of a distinct, 
almost mesmeric-like attraction about the man at his 
side. Moreover, such poetic phraseology seemed per- 
fectly in tune with the dimly seen magnificence of the 
mountain gorge they were descending, its sides clothed 
with clinging woodlands of birch and scrub-oak, the 
sounding river a cascading torrent below. 

Some sort of a ferny, heathery path began to be 
under their feet at last, as they threaded their way 
downwards, alongside of a ravine becoming wilder and 
grander at every step. Could such precipitous rocks, 
boisterous mountain streams, such tremendous inter- 
secting boulders exist, except in the romantic defiles 
of the Italian Alps ? Of a sudden the strange thing, 
for which the tourist seemed to be waiting, happened. 

A detonation first, overhead ; but that was not it ; a 
mere bolt from the blue would have been in the natural 
course of events. 
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Rounding a river bend, they beheld a jet of water 
spout up some twenty feet, and on the opposite bank, 
torchlight flared on the darkling forms of four or five 
black-faced demons, brandishing torches and forks — 
engaged in what devil craft ? — as they bent over the 
deep, stilly pool, gibbering and jabbering low to one 
another. Positively Robinson looked for the cloven foot 
and horns, then at his guide who, obviously nervous, 
was hurrying him past with suspicious apprehensiveness. 
But a wild yell from the group opposite let them know 
they had been seen. There was a savagery in its ring. 
Quick as an echo came from the shepherd guide a 
resonant, responsive shout — watchword or countersign — 
as he led on, but quickening his pace. 

" I say ! " began the member of the Alpine Club as, 
on rounding another bend, they lost sight of the lurid 
group. The next moment he suddenly understood, and 
laughed aloud. ** Oh, Salmon, Miners, Poachers — eh ? " 
The man nodded. " Dynamite ? What ? gafFand a net ? 
What wickedness ! " the sportsman in him righteously 
indignant. " Don't your water-bailiffs look better after 
things than that ? " 

"Oh, they do look. There may have been one or 
two water-baili£& among them just now," came the 
grimly humorous reply. *' It concerns me not. I gave 

up poach fishing, when I became what I now am — 

a fisher of men." 

The lower slopes they were approaching showed a 
fringe of civilisation. At the point where they emerged 
from the mountain gorge, the track became a rough 
road. On a grassy stretch alongside, the dark outlines 
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of a small building of recent-looking erection but pre- 
historic simplicity were discernible. 

^^That,'* said the shepherd, stretching out his arm, 
"is Hermon. That is my shcepfold." 

Over the doorway, by some simple illuminating device, 
there shone out the inscription, ** The Lord is there ! " 

The fisher— or shepherd— -of men had spoken in 
parables. "You are a preacher, then,'' said Robinson 
respectfully, "and this is your chapel." He assented, 
adding, "There, to-morrow, what is given unto me 
will I speak." 

Here the spent candle-end in the lantern spluttered 
and went out. 

^' The night she is dark, as the fountain of all black- 
ness," the Welshman continued, '^ and the road she is 
naughty. It is seven miles to Llanwastad, but one mile 
or so onward is an inn where I sleep this Saturday night. 
They do not take everybody ; but since you come with 
me, they would lodge you if so you will. What we now^ 
wants is a candle. Follow you me." 

He opened a roadside gate that closed the approach to 
a whitewashed homestead, ensconced there in dignified 
isolation, its back to the moimtain side. He named it — 
a farm of ancient legendary local fame — so Robinson 
might name Temple Bar or the Monument, a landmark 
known to the world at large — and continued : — 

" A cousin, the daughter of the brother of my mother, 
is here on a visit to Mrs. Jones. She will give us a 
candle. A cousin from England — from London." 

And " England " on his lips had a remote ring, as 
though it were Texas or Tasmania. 
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A damsel came to the door, ruddy-haired and comely, 
very. 

" Oh, Cousin Zebedee," she said, shaking her pretty 
head with womanly reprobation, " why must you go 
wandering after dark on the hill-tops ? One of these 
Saturday nights you'll fall and break your neck, and then 
— ^there will be no Hermon any more." 

At the ^miliar sound of her careless English accents, 
so remote from the bilingual variety, which was all of 
his native tongue that Robinson's ears had heard for 
some weeks, his heart went out to her on the spot. It 
was a curious revelation of the gulf that the difference of 
home language — the language in which you think — 
creates. 

Coming forward he said, ^^ I think your cousin would 
have got down earlier but for me. It was I who went 
near to getting a neck broken. But for him I should 
have fared very badly/' 

*' You could have no better guide," responded the girl, 
with a smile in her voice. "There are some really 
dreadful places about here, but with Zebedee I feel 
always safe." 

She replenished the lantern and they tramped on, down 
a half-made road — crossing the river by the airiest quiver- 
ing footbridge — to the tiny tavern where " they did not 
take everybody," which no doubt was why but small pro- 
vision was forthcoming of any kind for anybody. But 
Zebedee's recommendation won the most charming civility 
for the new-comer, who accepted meekly the supper he 
was too tired to swallow and the bed he was too tired not 
to fall asleep on ; his slumbers the weirdest jumble-dream 
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of choking in a horrible quicksand, sheep without a shep- 
herd, a shepherd without a flock, wayside temples, ape- 
faced demons thrusting nasty-looking weapons into un- 
canny pools, and the sweet smiling face, aureoled in 
beauteous hair, of a damsel who spoke English as he knew 
it — a damsel who could not be called anything but what 
she was : Rhoda. 



II 



A Sermon on a Mount 

That on the morrow he should stay to walk up to 
Hermon and hear Zebedee's discourse was a proceeding 
on the part of Jaques Robinson that astonished no one 
but himself. 

The inn-keeper's wife had meanwhile supplied him 
with a few particulars concerning the shepherd-guide of 
yesterday night. 

Zebedee was not his name, but for some apparently 
forgotten reason he was commonly so called — perhaps 
because he had no children, all that we know of his name- 
sake in the Gospek being that he had. 

He was a widower, approaching forty, doing a poor 
trade at his little store in Llanwastad, but had been a 
notable member of a powerful chapel community there — 
up till a year ago, when dissension had led to a split, 
ending in his practical expulsion. 

At the head of a suffering minority he had set up Her- 
mon, refashioned out of a tumbledown mountain smithy, 
coming up there weekly to hold forth ; and his reputation 
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just now was very great and terrible. He could draw 
tears from a rock, Robinson was assured. Sunday even- 
ing last there was not a dry eye in the house. 

^^ At the risk of being held up to derision as a godless 
and obdurate Saxon I'll go and hear him/' this passer-by 
decided. 

Bright was the Sabbath morn ; pleasant the saunter by 
the light of day up the valley to the chapel. Bishop's 
son and man of mark though he was, he felt absurdly shy 
about going in, having never intruded on an unestablished 
place of worship in this country in his life. Discreetly 
he waited outside till the preliminaries, secular and other, 
of the meeting were over, slipping in without commotion 
just as the sermon was about to begin. 

The tiny chapel was well filled. From up and down the 
valley the sheep had come. There was the pretty cousin 
Rhoda, whose attractive attire oflFered a dangerous rivalry to 
the coming address. Such neatness and fashion combined 
were a revelation alike to the admiring male and despair- 
ingly envious female section of the community assembled. 

But from the moment that Zebedee, pale, rapt, and mag- 
netic-looking, stepped into the pulpit, the attention of the 
crowd — as one mind — was on him, held tight there as by 
the turn of a screw. 

He straightened himself, and his face became as the 
fece of a much younger man as he gave out his theme : — 

" Surely the Lord God will do nothing but He revealeth it 
to His servants the prophets,^* 

A voice of natural sonority and power, with a note in 
it that, like thunder, seemed to come from a distance. 

He ¥raited a few moments as if expectant, like his 
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he^^ers, then proceeded slowly, in the same tone of gentle 
but emphatic confidence : — 

" Be stilly ye inhabitants of this islsy whom the merchants 
that pass over the sea have replenished. The harvest of the 
river is her revenue^ and she is a mart of nations. Behold 
now your joyous city^ whose might is of ancient days : the 
tumultuous city — full of stirs — whose merchants are princes 
and her trackers the honourable ones of the earth,^^ 

The faint ring of distant mockery became nearer and 
louder as he went on : — 

" ff^hat aileth thee iww, that ye have changed your glory for 
that which hath no profit ? Surely a famine has come upon 
the land — not a famine of bread nor a thirst for water ^ but 
of righteousness and of judgment y 

Letting drop the veil of obscurity he proclaimed, as it 
were, his prophet's message, clear, trenchant, every word 
made alive and of telling import. 

" Evil — mischief— shall come upon thee. Thou shalt not 
know whence it cometh nor be able to put it off. Desolation 
shall fall upon thee suddenly that thou shalt not fyiow ! 

Jaques Robinson was stirred, in spite of himself. 
" What's this ? What is he talking about ? For he 
knows ! " 

It was indeed with an emphasis inspired by something 
more penetrating than conviction that the shepherd-guide 
spoke on. 

** The leaders cf the people do cause them to err. They 
err in vision and stumble in judgment. For they have made 
lies their refuge — under falsehood they have hid themselves. 
Among all the sons that the Isle has brought Worthy there is not 
one able to guide. 
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" Her watchmen are all blind. They are ignorant and 
look every one to their own way^ for gain^ every one to his 
quarter. None careth for justice nor for truth. They 
trust in vanity and speak lies. So justice is turned away hack- 
ward J for truth has fallen in the street^ and equity cannot 
enter y 

" Can this be mere Anglophobia and rhetoric ? " won- 
dered Jaques Robinson, listening on as he had never 
listened to a sermon in his life. This singular man might 
not be speaking his own words, no more than is an actor, 
or reciter of genius, who yet says what he has to say with 
a magic that imparts to it, however well known, the sig- 
nificance of a thing never heard before, 

" Lo^ He that formeth the mountains and createth the 
windsy He that maketh the morning darkness and treadeth 
the high places of the earthy and declareth unto man what is 
His thought — He hath given his commandment against the 
merchant city : ' Why gaddest thou about so much to change 
thy way ? ' / saidy * In quietness and confidence shall be thy 
strength^ and ye would not,* Te have made children to be 
your princes and set babes to rule over you^ causing you to err 
by their lightness and their lies,^' 

Passing for a moment from the stern severity of his 
tone of warning to one of appealing sadness : — 

" Tet I had planted thee a noble vine — a fine seed. How 
then art thou turned to the degenerate plant of a strange 
vtnef 

Then the fire kindled, and the prophet broke out and 
delivered his indictment with a force and directness that 
electrified the stranger within his chapel gates. 

*' The diviners have seen a lie — and cause them to 



244 TALES FROM WELSH HILLS 

stumble out of the ancient way into paths not cast up. They 
are wise to do evilj but to do good they have no knowledge. 
They have altogether broken the yoke and burst the bonds. 
The youth behaveth himself proudly against the ancient and 
the base against the honourable. They have set servants to 
be their oppressors and let women rule over them. They 
hunt every man his brother with a net. Every one hveth 
gifts and folhweth after rewards. They found as a nest 
the riches of the people^ and as one gathereth eggs that are 
left they gathered^ and there was none that moved the wing 
or opened the mouth or peeped.^* 

A visionary — well, but if so, one after the grand 
manner — the manner of Ezekiel ! 

*^ Destruction cometh out o^ the North. They shall be 
delivered into the hands of the people of the North, Those 
who have conceived a purpose against them^ saying^ * Arise^ 
get you up against the wealthy nation that dwelleth without 
care^ that hath neither bolts nor bars — that dwelleth 
aloner 

The modulation from plain to fervent speech, 
becoming ecstatic — and thence to the singular vocal 
chant called " hvjryl,'* in which it is customary for the 
latter part of a Welsh sermon to be delivered, was being 
eiFected so smoothly and spontaneously that the process 
was almost imperceptible. This intoning, a practice 
whose origin seems lost in antiquity, admits of a certain 
free, informal variety of cadence. On Zebedee's lips it 
became no mere musical device ; the transition sounded 
natural, nay, inevitable. It seemed to focus, as it were, 
the interest of the oration, expressing some inherent 
message that might otherwise be missed. The effect 
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was stirring as war-drum or pibroch ; the message was 
one of warning : — 

" Then will I make drunk her wise men. They shall 
sleep a perpetual sleep and not wake, 

" But their prophets they say unto them, * Thou shalt not 
see this things and famine shall not be in this landy hut we 
will give you assured peace! 

" A false vision. For they speak a divination out of their 
own hearty and not the mouth of the Lord, They say to 
every one who walketh after the divinations of his own hearty 
* No evil shall befall you,^ 

** They are vanity and the work of error. In the time 
of their visitation they shall perish. How say ye, * We are 
mighty and strong men for the war ' ? Oh madmen, the 
sword shall pursue you till ye be cut down. Then shall ye 
wander and cry^ * We looked for a time of healthy and 
behold trouble: " 

The rise and fall of his voice was like a peal of bells, 
worked in masterly fashion by the ringers — mourning 
funeral bells. The mild and serious-faced Zebedee 
speaking there might have been the mouthpiece of the 
destroying angel, sounding, in rhythmic accents, the 
death song, the knell of a nation. 

** Howl, ye shipSy for your strength shall be laid waste 
and your harvest be made a heap in the day of grief and 
desperate sorrow, 

*' / will bring a nation upon you from afar — an ancient 
nation — a mighty nation^ a nation whose language thou 
knowest not, neither understandest the purposes of their hearts, 

^^Out of the North an evil shall break forth on the 
inhabitants of this isle and sweep it with the besom of 
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destruction. Then shall be their perplexity. Then shall ye 
run to and fro and seek wisdom and shall not find it. 
Within three years shall the glory of the isle be contemned. 
There shall be a great forsaking and the remnant shall be 
very small and feeble. Their moorings are loosed^ they could 
not well strengthen their mast ; they could not spread sail. 
Then is the prey of a great spoil divided!'** 

Passing abruptly to the plain tones of simple speech, 
he concluded : — 

** The inhabitants of the world would not have believed 
that the enemy should have entered into her gates. ^^ 

Then the last word, as of the revealing presence, the 
warning sound, fading, flying away : — 

" Destruction cometh out of the North ; a great commotion 
that shall make all thy cities desolate. Oh thou that dwellest 
by many waters^ thy end is come ! " 



III 



The Hand of Rhoda 

It was over. A gurgle of approval arose from the 
benches. " Ah, well done ! Good, very good ! Better 
than you often hear at the Tabernacle, LlanflFelix. Ah, 
he has the gift." Zebedee had maintained his reputa- 
tion ; perfect complacency sat on the countenances of 
his faithful partisans. But it seemed to Jaques 
Robinson that the only genuinely impressed person 
present was himself. 

Here in this little upstart of a meeting-hut of some 
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nameless section of a sect he had been moved — carried 
away as by a voice from heaven. Had this dreamer- 
dweller in mountain fastnesses, closed to the world 
except in summer time, heard, like the augurs of old, 
in the rustling of the leaves of the oaks, the telling of 
pending doom and of evil to come ? 

For Zebedee*s audience, gratified by the heights to 
which their pastor had risen, the main thing was the 
personal element. The emotional excitement of mere 
sound had been wrought to a high pitch, the sense was 
relatively unimportant — thus the downfall-general fore- 
shadowed, which presumably must involve the Princi- 
pality, had no power to depress them in the least. 
They broke into groups and fell to discussing matters 
audibly personal and secular. The preacher had left 
the pulpit, ruddy-haired Rhoda her seat, and passed 
through a door opposite to the main entrance. Thinking 
presently to make his exit that way, Jaques Robinson 
followed. 

He stepped into a bare little ante-room, Mrhere the 
orator sat at a table leaning his head on his hand, in a 
state of such abject, helpless, nervous agitation as the 
Englishman had never witnessed but once. 

That was in the artists' room of a London concert- 
hall. A performer of world-wide celebrity who had 
just been surpassing himself on the platform, succumbing 
to the vengeful reaction that follows — as the night the 
day — on any undue imaginative eflFort, unable to hide 
the pitiable depths to which he, a star of the first 
"magnitude, was reduced. 

Here in " Hermon *' was the exact scene repeated. 
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There sat poor Zebedee, trembling and unstrung, 
speechless, helpless as a child, with the tears streaming 
down his cheeks, and a feminine comforter at his side 
administering suitable attentions, mopping his face, and 
talking continuously and low just to distract him and 
relieve the tension till the nervous crisis abated. The 
virtuoso's ministering angel was a countess, Zebedee's 
his cousin Rhoda, 

Robinson walked straight through into the open. 
Before long the other two came out, Zebedee still pale 
but partly restored. He seemed not to see Robinson as 
he went off — Rhoda in the doorway watching his figure 
till it disappeared in the valley wood. 

*' Well," Jaques Robinson broke out to her, " an 
extraordinarily impressive speaker is your cousin 
Zebedee ! " 

^^ Yes, my cousin has an excellent voice, one that 
many of our teachers and school-professors might envy," 
said Rhoda moderately. 

" I little expected. . . . Such a stirring address took 
me completely by surprise." 

" Oh, the words," she rejoined indiflFerently, " they all 
come out of the Bible, which he knows by heart, both 
in Welsh and English." 

" Yes, yes, I dare say. Still, the putting and weaving 
of them together, and the wonderful eloquence of his 
delivery gave to it the force of a composition — almost a 
creation," returned Robinson, half amused to find himself 
expressing and apologising for his feelings to this girl. 
** And surely he can never have spoken those words thus 
without some sense of their application, their present 
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significance ? It was to Britain, not to Judaea, he was 
speaking. We have heard the warning note before. 
Do you think it has reached him and inspired his 
discourse to-day ? " 

" Oh, he may have overheard people talking, or read 
something in a newspaper — he reads a lot," said Rhoda, 
as unconcerned, obviously, with the substance of the 
discourse as the Hermonites. " I know too," she added, 
"he thinks the country in danger through the people 
forgetting religion, and that vengeance will come. But 
I wish and am trying to make my cousin give up all this 
preaching. It is bad for his health, injuring his nerves, 
and ruining his business. By this secession he has made 
enemies of his best customers in and about Llanwastad. 
Such a pity ! " 

Here she raised her pretty head. Robinson, as he 

looked at her, " had an idea." It checked the vehement 

protest on his lips. The spiritually-gifted preacher 

cousin was likewise one of a distinctly well-favoured 

countenance. There was no more, he felt, to be said. 
• • • • . 

Before leaving Llanwastad on the morrow, after a 
comfortable night at the Castle Inn, Jaques Robinson 
went to look up the prophet, who when he was not 
prophesying sold tea and sugar at his store. A 
melancholy place this, with one mouldy melon in the 
window and a litter of unassorted comestibles on the 
counter and the floor, but no storekeeper. A stray 
in&nt customer with a penny to buy sweets was visibly 
deterred only by the stranger man's entry from helping 
himself. 
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A passage ran through into the back garden, a pleasant 
patch of colour where orange-lilies, rose-campion, stocks, 
and roses bloomed freely. There Robinson saw the 
prophet in a meditative attitude, watering-pot in hand, 
and went out to him, just to tender his thanks, he said, 
for ministrations received, including, he hinted, the 
remarkable harangue at Hermon. 2^bedee received the 
compliments with becoming modesty, disclaiming credit, 
merit, or even full understanding of the word that was 
given him to speak. He was preoccupied just now with 
his bees — of which he had a few hives — the only things, 
together with the flowers for their nourishment, about 
the place that flourished. 

" A mysterious lot, the Welsh, as certain also of their 
own commentators have said," mused Robinson when he 
left. 

But later in the day, driving past the store on his way 
to the station, the traveller saw another picture. 

A country^cart drawn up at the door, where the store- 
keeper stood handing up some packages to the purchaser 
on the driving-seat — Rhoda the ruddy-haired. She was 
bending down, her hand in her cousin's hand, her eyes 

on his. 

. • • • . 

The West can call you back as irresistibly as the East, 
and next Whitsuntide found Jaques Robinson revisiting 
Llanwastad and the Castle Inn. 

Zebedee had married his cousin at the New Year, he 
was told, and soon after came to terms with his foes, 
abandoning Hermon, now a blacksmith's forge again. 
As a rebel that repenteth he had risen in favour ; his 



A LATTER-DAY PROPHET 251 

store prospered, he had introduced Danish butter, 
advertised cleverly, adored his charming wife, now soon 
to become a mother. Preaching ? Oh, he gave that up 
long ago. But he was a lucky man, averred the jolly 
innkeeper, with a twinkle in his eye. Such a wife as 
that was worth more than a fortune — would be the 
making of any husband. 

But Jaques Robinson decided not to look him up, 
preferring to remember the seer of Hermon as he had 
parted from him, a lonely poet-figure, dreaming dreams 
in his garden, "a populous solitude" of bees and 
flowers. 
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